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PREFACE. 



Several of Miss Edgeworth's friends 
have, at various times, urged her to write 
for the stage. Among the rest, Mr. 
Thomas Sheridan invited her, at his fa- 
ther's desire, to write for Drury-Laoe. 
He accompanied this invitation with 
such excellent advice and criticism upon 
theatrical compositions, upon the present 
taste of the public, and upon the powers 
of the principal actors, as would have 
been of the highest use to her, had she 
complied with bis invitation. 

This application was renewed in Lon- 
don, by the late Mr. Sheridan himself, in 
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VI PREFACE. 

SDch a manner, as nearly to overcome the 
distrust which MissEdgeworth felt of her 
talents for such an attempt. She was, 
however, aware of the wide difference that 
there is between the exhibition of charac- 
ter in aTale and in a Comedy. la the one, 
there is room for that detail of small cir- 
cumstances, and for that gradual deve- 
lopemeot of sentiments and incident, 
which make us acquainted vrith the 
persons whose adventures are related, 
and which insensibly interest us iu the 
fable. 

On the contrary, in the Comedy, the 
characters must be shewn by strong and 
sudden lights, the sentiments must be 
condensed} and nothing that requires 
filow reflection can be admitted. — The 
audience must see, hear, feel, and un- 
derstand at once. Overawed by these 
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PREFACE. Tii 

considerations. Miss Edgeworth has de- 
clined to risk a bolder flight. Bat en- 
couraged by beriatfaer> without venturing 
on the stage, she publishes the following 
little Comic Dramas, to feel her way in 
this new career. Her failure in snch an 
bumble attempt cannot be attended with 
much disgrace, as it is made with real 
humility. 

RICHARD LOVELL EDGEWORTH. 



lint ^ Afoy, 1817. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



MEN. 

Jvttice of the Peaae 



Old Matthew M'Bbidb . A rich Farmer, 
Philip M'Bkisi .... Hia Son. 

t Son oftke Widow Oahe- 
Bakdal RaoNXT . . . ■< rineRooney — a Loner 

(_ qf Honor M'Bride. 
Mr. Gerald (yBLANBY . . A Diitilkr. 
Patrick Co« Cierk to Ger. ffBlaKey. 

WOMEN. 

Mrs. Cabvxr ..... W\fe qf Mr. Carver. 

e Ijondon Waiting' 
MiM Bloousburt . . -i maid qf Mrt. Car- 

Mrs. Cathsuhb Roonbt, ' 

ROOHBT 



(AMI 

(Doubter qf Matthew 
Honor M'Bride . . . -{ M'Bride, and Sitter 
I qf PhUy) M'Bride. 

A Jiutke'M Clerk— a Coiutabte — Witnesses — and two 
Footmen. 



r:„|. :iMG00tjlc 



Ca.t::<iMCiOOtjl>J 



MMt atO) Hato. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

jI Cottage. — Honor M'Bride, alone. 

A Table— Brealtfast. 

Honor. YatL\~-{caas)—V\n\{ dear I 
come out. 

Phil. {Ajiswers from within.) Wait 
till I draw on my boots 1 

Honor. Oh, I may give it up ! He's 
fall of his new boots — and singing, see t 



b LOVE AND LAW; 

Enter Phil M'Bride {dressed in tkeheight 
of the Irish buck-farmerfashion — singing J. 

" Ob tttt! hbf 6t BBldraTO^C'! 

" (A the daiber I oh the rogue ! 

" He's t]ie tUng ! and he's the pride 

" Of town and country, PErM'Bride— ■ 

« AU the talk of shoe and brogue ! 

" Oh the boy of Ball'navt^e \" 

There's a song to the praiie wad glory 
of your— of your brother. Honor — and 
who made it, do you think, girl i 

Honor. Miss Caroline Flaherty, no 
doubt. — But, dear Phil, I've a fovor to 
ask of you. 

Mil. And welcome! What f— But 
first, see 1 is'nt there an el^;ant pair of 
boots, that fits a 1^ tike i^ax^— There's 
what'tl plase Car'Hne Flaherty, I'll en- 
gage. — But what ails you. Honor ?-*-7ou 
look as if your own heart was like to 
break. — Are not you for the fair to<day ? 
— and why not ? 

Honor. Oh rasons \-^{Jnde). Now I 
can't speak. 
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Pitil. Speak OD, for I'm dumb and lAl 
ear — speak up, deai^— no fern of the fiu 
tber's coining oat, for he's learing his 
bird (i. e. beard) in the bason, andthatfs 
a work of time with him. — Trft all to 
your own Phil. 

Honor. Why then I wotit go to the 
foir— because — better keep myself to 
myself, out of the way of meeting tfaem 
that might n^ be too phuing to my 
Aether. 

PkU. Aod raight be too plasing Co 
somebody tAse — Honor M'Bride. 

Honor. Oh Phil, dearl'-^But only- 
promise me brother, dearest'-tf yon would 
this day meet any of the Rooneys — 
Phil. That means Randal Rooney. 
ffoaor. No, it was his mother Catty 
was in my head. 

Phil. A bitterer scould never was 1— 
nor a bigger lawyer in petticoats, which 
is an abomination. 

Honor. 'Tis not pritty, I grant; bdt 
her heart's good, if her temper would 
give it ^r play. — But will yon promise 



his head, was there any mischief in his 
heart. 

Honor. Well, Phil, -you've made it 
oat now cliverly. — So there's most danger 
of mischief when men's sober.--Is that 
it? 

PkH. Irishmen ? — aye.— For sobriety 
is not the nat'ra) state of the craturs, and 
what's not nat'ral is hypocritical, and a 
hypocrite is, and was, and ever will be 
my contempt. 

Honor. And-rome too. — But-^^ 

Pkk. Bat here's my hand for yoii. 
Honor. — ^They call me a bean and'a buck, 
a slasher and dasher, and flourishing 
Phil — all that I am— may be — but there's 
one thing I am not, and will never be — 
and that's a bad brother to you. — So 
you have my honor, and here's my oath 
to the back of it. By all the pride of 
man, and all the vanity of woman' — where 
will you find a bigger oath i — happen 
what will, this day, I'll not lift my hand 
against Randal Kooney. 

Honor. ■ Oh thanks ! warm from the 
B 3 
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A DRAMA. 11 

Homr. Bot let alooe the hottttdv. 
If you sell your bullocks well in the iftir 
to day. father dear, I think you'll be lO 
kiod to spare Phil the pifice of a hortft. 

Old M'B. St&od out of o' my way, 
HoDor, with that wheedling roiice o' 
your own. — I wont— Mind your own af- 
&ir»~-your leaguing ^sin me, and I'll 
engage Randal Rooney's at the bottom 
of all — and the cement that sticks yon 
and Phil so close together. But mind, 
madam Honor, if you give' bim the 
meeting at the fair the day — 

Honor. Dear father, I'lb not gotng-^ 
I give up the fair o* purpose, for fear I*d 
see bim. 

Old M'B. {Kissing her.) Why then 
you're a piece of an angel. 

Honor. And you'll give my brother 
the horee. 

Old M'B, I won't — wben I've said 
J won't — I won't. 

{Buttons his coat, and Exit.) 

Phil. Now there's a eample of a fa- 
ther for ye ! — 
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OldM'S. {Returning.) — And> ntistres* 
Honor, may be you'd be staying at home 
to — —Where's Randal Rooney to be, 
pray, while I'd be from home ? 

Honor. Oh father, wonid you sus- 
pect — 

OldM'B.. [Catching her in kis armst 
and kissing her again and again.) Then 
yoiir a true angel, every inch of you. 
But not a word more in favour of the 
horse — sore the money for the bullocks , 
shall go to your portion, every farthing. 

Honor. There's the thing ! — [Holding 
her father.) I dcw't wish that. 

Phil. [St<^ping her month.) Say no 
more, Honor — I'm best pleased so. 

Old M'B. [Aside.) I'll give him the 
liorse, but he shan't know it. [Aloud.) 
I won't. — When I say I won't, did I 
ever? . (£jiV Old M'Bride.) 

Phil. Never since the world stud—lo 
do you justice, you are as obstinate as a 
mule. Not alt the bullocks he's carrying 
to the fair the day, nor all the bullocks 
in Batlynavogue joined to 'em, in one 
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team, would draw that father o' mine 
one inch out of his way. 

Honor, {^side, with a deep sigh.) Oh, 
then wha^ wilt I do about Randal ever ! 

Phil.' As close a fisted iather as ever 
had the grip of a guinea ! If the guineac 
was all for you — wilcome. Honor ! But 
that's not it. — Pity of a lad o' spirit like 
me to he cramped by such a. haax of a 
falher. 

Honor. ■ Oh don't, be calling him 
names, Phil — stiff he is, more than close 
— and any way, Phil dear, he's the &ther 
still — and ould consider ! 

PhiU He is — and I'm fond enough 
of him too, would he only give me the 
price of a horse. But no matter — spite 
of him I'll have my swing the day, and 
it's I that will tear away with a good 
horse under me and a good whip over 
him in a capital style, up and down the 
street of Ballynavogue, for you. Miss 
Car'line Flaherty !— I know who I'll go 
to, this minute — a man I'll engage will 
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lend me tbe lottn of hU b»y geldrng^-^^ncl 
that's Counshillor Gerakl O'Blanejr. 

(^11^, Htfnor slopt km.) 

Honor. QeraW O-Btaoey! Oh btti- 
tlier^Mercy !— Don'tl?— anjt tbiDg ra- 
ther tbsn tbfit — 

Phil. {Impaticnthf.) "Why thtHtHoKwi 

Honor. [Jnde.) If I'd teU hi»i there'd 
be mischief. {Aloud.) Onlyr-I Wouldn't 
vish you under a compliment to one 
I've no opinion of. 

- PiiiL Phoo !-^yo«*Te taken a pre- 
jadioe — what ia there agsin CounsfaUler 
O'Blaney. 

Hojter. Counshillor I First place, why 
do you call him coumhilloT'^he never 
Was a i^al counshillor sure — nor jan- 
tleman at all, 

Fhii. Oh counshillor by courtesy! 
He was an attorney once— just as we 
■ dotlior the apotecary. 

Honor. But, Phil, was not there some- 
thing of this man's beiug dismissed tbe 
courts for too sharp practice i 
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Phil. But that was long ago, i( it 
ever was. — There's sacreta in aVl families, 
to be forgotten — bad to be noting the 
past. — I never knew you so sharp on a 
neighbor. Honor, before :~-Wt>at ails ye? 
ffonor.- (Sigking.) I can't tell ye. — 
{StiU holding kitih) 
■ Phil. Let me go then ! — Nonsense ! 
— the boys of Baltynavogue will be won- 
dering, and Miss Car'lioe most. 

{Exitt singing,) 
" Oh ! the boys of SaB'natogne." 

Honor, alone. 
Honor. O Phil ! I eeuld not tell it yon ; 
bat did yon bat know bow fAof Oeralt) 
O'Blaney insulted your sbister with his 
vile proposhals, you'd no more a^ the 
lofw of his horse ! — uid I in dread when- 
ever I'd be left in the house alone — that 
that bad. man would bonit in upon me— 
and Randal to find him I and Randal's like 
gunpowder when his Jieart's touched I — ■ 
and if Randal should come iy htmse^t 
worse again J Honor, where would be 
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yonr resolution to forbid him your pre- 
sence } Then there's but one way to be 
right, I'll lave home entirely. Down, 
proud stomach f Yon must go to service. 
Honor M'Bride ! — There's Mrs. Carver, 
kind-hearted lady, is wanting a girl — 
she's English, and nice ; may be I'd not 
be good enough — But I can but try, and 
do my best; any thing to plase the fa- 
ther. (Exit Honor.]| 



SCENE IL 

O'Blaney's Counting- House* 

Gerald O'Blaney (alone at a Desk caoered 
with Papers). 
O'Bla. Of all the employments in life, 
this eternal balancing of accounts, see- 
saw, is the most sickening of all things, ex- 
cept it would be the talcing the inventory 
of your stock, when you're reduced to 
invent the stock itself; — then that's the 
most lowering to a man of all things f 
But there's one comfort in this distillery 
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bueiness — come what will, > man has 
always proof spirits. 

Enter Pat Coxe. 

Pat. The whole tribe of CoDnaoght 
men come> craving to be ped for the oats, 
counsellor, due since last Serapbt* fair. 

O'Bia. Can't be ped to day, let 'em 

crave never so. — ^Tell 'em Monday j and 

give 'em a glass of whiskey round, and 

' that will send 'em off contint, in a jerry. 

Pat. I shall— I will— I see. Sir. 

(£j:rt Pal Coxe.) 

O'Bia. Asy settled that 1— but I hope 
many more duns for oats won't be call- 
ing on me this day, for cash is not to be 
had:-^iere's bills plinty — long bills, and 
short bills — but even the kites which I 
can fly as Welt as any ma^, won't raise 
the wind for me now. 

Se-enter Pat. 
Pat. Tim M'Gudriken, Sir, for bis 
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debt— and t^ks^of Ihe Mkb*flb«ril^ and 
can't wait, — 

O'Bla^ I don't ax him to wait — but 
he must take in' paymeiit^ -since he's in 
Bucfa a hiirry, this billiA tbHt^^-onedayB, 
tell binr. 

Pat. I shdll teU him s6^ ptoise your 
Honor. (Exit Pat.) 

O'JWs* They l»ve-*M rendezrons^d 
to dmre me niad this day; bub'tfai'e only 
.tiling is to keep the head. oooL-^Wfadt 
I'm dreading beyatnt al^' m, M thM euld 
ltlatthe«'M*Bride> who is as restless as 
a ferret when he has lodged mooifty Irith 
WAy one, shonldcome this dayto take oat 
of niy hands the two haildrcd poonds 
I've got of his~-Oh then I loigbFt'ShKE «p. 
But itsT)', rU match hfm-)-^«»d I'll matdi 
myself too— thit daughter Honor of his 
is a mighty pretty girl to look at, atfd 
since I can't get her any other way, why 
not ax her in mah-iage. Her portion is 

Be- enter Pat. 
Pat, The protested note. Sir — with 
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the cbM-ge of the protest to the back of 
it, from Mrs. Lorigan ; and her compli- 
meots, and to know what wiH she ilo ? 

O'Bla. What wUl / dai> fitter to ax.^ 
My kind complimmts to Mrs. Lorigan, 
and I'll call up^A ber ia the course trf' 
the day. to settle it all. 
Pat. I yodentaad. Sk. {Exit Pat.) 
O'Bla. Honor M'Bride'l portion will 
be five hmidred pounds on the nail— that 
would be no bad hit, and she a good 
clever likely girl.^s-1'U pop the ifiKSlion 
this day. 

Re-enterVsX. 

Pat. Corkeran the coopM^s bill, as 
Itng as my arm. 

CBla. Oh ! doD't be botheriag me 
aity more.— Have you ao siose ? — Can't 
yoa get diut <^ Corkeran the cooper 
without me ? — Caq't ye quarrd with the 
it^ems — tear the bill down the middle if 
necessary, and sind him away with a 
flay ^ea) ia his ear to make out a proper 
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bill — ^which I can't see till to-morrotr, 
miad. I never pay any man on fair-day. 

PiU. {Aside.) Nor on any otber day. 
{Abud.) — Ckrckeran's my cousia, coun- 
.sellor^aidif coQTUiieDt, I'd be glad you'd 
advance bim a pound or two on account ? 

O'Bla. Tis not convanient,- was he 
twenty times your coiisin> Pat.'~'I can't 
be paying in bits, aor on accounfr-^^^ 
or none. 

Pat. Nonei then>I'may'tell him, Str^ 

O'Bla. You may — ^yon nmst; and 
don't come up for any of 'em any more- 
It's bard if I can't have a minute to talk 
to myself. 

Pat. And its bard if I can't have a 
minute to eat my breakfast too, which I 
have not. (Exit Pat.) 

O'Bia. Where was I — I was popping 
the question to Honor M*Bride. — ^The 
only thing is, whether the girl herself 
wouldn't have an objection : — there's that 
Randal Rooney is a great bachelor of 
her's, and I doubt she'd meant to prefar 
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him before me, even nben I'd purpose 
marriage.— But the femilies of the Roo- 
neys and M'Brides ia at Tareance— thea 
I m^st keep 'em bo.: — I'll keep Catty 
Rooney -s spirit up, niver to, coasent to 
that, match. — Oh I if them Rooneys and 
M'Brides were by any chance to make 
it up, I'd be nndon&r-bnt agunst that 
catastrophe, I've a preventatiTe. — Pat 
Coze !■:— Pat Once ! trhere are yon, my 
youDg man? 

Enter Pat (wiping his mouikj. 

Pat Jost swallowing my breakjast. 

O'Bla-. Mighty long swallowing you 
are. — Her&— don't be two minntes, till 
you're at Catty Rooney's, and let me see 
how cliverly yon'll execute that coniiden- 
tial embassy I trusted yon with.T— Touch 
Catty np about her onld antient family, 
and all the kings of Ireland she comes 
from. — -Blamay her cliverly, and work 
her to a foam against the M'Brides. 

Pat. Never fear, your honor. — I'll 
tell her the story we agreed on, of Honor 
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M*Bride meetiag of RmiiIbI Rooney be- 
hind itbeclMpel. 

O'Ms. That WHI do— tloa't ^get ^w 
ring:-'— fprl maae-topBt another on -the 
girl's fwger if«he^sjigree&Me, an^ knowts 
ber own iatereBt.~-^Biit ohat test's a pri> 
vmte article. — Not 9 word of 4taat to Cat- 
ty, yoB wncM'Stnad-. ' 

Pat. Qkti lewderstaod — and I'H en- 
gage I'll compavs Catty, 'tho* riie*^ a 
cunning shaver. 

O'Bla. Cunning 1 — ^No, — she's only 
hot tempered, and asy managed. 

Fai. Whatever she is, I'N do my best 
to plase you. — And i enpiqt your hiurar, 
oounsdlor, won't forget the promise yon 
made me, to ask Mr. Carver ior that lit- 
tle place — that sitiation that would j«9t 
diate me^ 

O'Bla. Never fear, never fear .r— Time 
«K>ugh to think of shating you, when 
you've 4lone my business. [Exit Pat.) 
That .will woric like barm, and ould Mat* 
tiiew, the father, I'll speak to myself gen- 
tedly.-^He will be proud, I wairant, to 
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like vof I'-'-hui: wbat if lie shesld sneH a 
rati .and w.tmt ^to b.e I«ok\ng inl« vy af* 
&in.-T^.h ! [ iB^it ^t it !Sftrti£iCtl pvo- 
pBi^JT tQ IjliQi fa«fore all thuigSt, that I'na 
as >safe ^a& Ali£ ibaqjc, and I k,it«,w who 
shall do that for me — my worthy Jriod* 
ttuU'tnost ^oBsequential magistrate, Mr< 
Cai-vef, of Bob's - Fort, who loves to be 
advising and managing of ' all loen, wo- 
meo, and cbildroix> &<* their ^good; athe 
twst ;Urefion»e-yaMii pnoser on earUi !<~t- 
'Xjs he sbftM adM^ftold Matthew for irngf 
good. — Now Carver thinks he ladep the 
wbole cf)iui.ty, and ten ntilcB round — itHit 
who is it lade? him I want to kaovf i 
Why, Gerald O'Btaney.— And how ?— 
Why, by a spoonful of the univarsal pA'- 
nacea, fidttery — in the vulgar tongue 
flummery. (A knock at the door heard.) 
Who's rapping :at the street? — Carver of 
Bojb^'s Sort himself* w «tl his glory this 
fair day.— See then how he struts- -and 
3wel)^-*-r>td:everma|i, butap^cockj look 
so fond of himself with l^^a ra^on {rr- 
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VBla, Oh; but, upon my word and 
honor, its too much — there's rason in- 
all things. — A man of Mr. Carver's fortin 
to be slaving ! — If you were a man in 
business like me, it would be another 
t^ing. — I must slave at the desk to keep 
all round. — See, Mr. Carver, see I — Ever 
since the day you advised me to be a$ 
particular as yourself in keeping accoonts 
to a farthing, I do, to a fraction, even 
like state accounts, see ! — 

Carv. And I trust you find yoar 
advantage in it. Sir. — Fray how does the 
distillery business go on ? — 

O'Bla. Swimmingly ! ever since that 
time, Mr. Carver, your interest at the 
Castle helped me at the dead lift, and got 
that fine took oflF. — Tis to your purtic- 
tion, encouragement, and advice entirely, 
\ owe my present unexampled prosperity, 
which you prophesied ; and Mr. Carver's 
prophecies seldom, I may say never, fail 
to be accomplished, 

Carv. I own there is some truth in 
your observation — [confess 1 have seldom 
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been mistaken or d^qeived in my juttg* 
ment of man, womao, or child. 

O'Bla. Whp can say eo.pittch h — 

Carv. For whflt reason I don't pre* 
tend to sayj but the fapt ostensibly i;, 
that the few persons I direet with my 
advice, are unquestiopabjy apt-to proepec 
in this world. 

O'BUi. Mighty apt ! — for TRhioh ra^ 
son X would wish to trouble you fgi: jiour 
uDprecedently good advice on another 
pint; ifitwoioldnot be toogreat aUberty. 

Carv. No liberty at all, my good 
Gerald — I am always ready to advisers 
only to day certainly, the fair-:day of 
Ballynavogue, there are so mai^y calls 
upoi) Qie, both in a pn1;>]ic and private 
capacity, — EO muQh bu^noss of vital im« 
pprtance ! 

O'iUa. [Aside.) Vital importance !— r 
that is his word, on all occasions.—" 
{Aloud.) May be.then,(oh ! wherewasmy 
head] may be you would not have break- 
fasted all this time, and we^e the kittle 
down always in this hou^e [rising). Pat I 
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—Jack! — Mick! — Jtony\ putthekiltl^ 
down. 

Carv. St down,— sit stit], my irorthy 
&Uon. Breakfasted at Bob's Fort, as I 
always do. 

O'Bta. Bat a bit of oake — a glass of 
wine} to Tsfrish and repiimisfa natare. 

Carv. T»Oi «aTlyf— *spDil my dinner.-^ 
But what irfts I gomg to say ?-^ 

O'Bla. {Jtide.) Burn me if I know j 
and I prefy all tfae saints- yoo may nevif 
reodtieet. 

Carv. I leooltectl'-bow many times 
do yon think I was stopped on hofse- 
back coming up the street of Ballyna- 
TOgueF — 'Fire times by weights and mea- 
amea, impertoosly oalling for reformatloi) 
Sir. Thirteen times, upon my veracity, by 
bootbsj apple-stalls, Qoisances, vag^onds, . 
and dfunken women; pigs without end 
Sir — wanting ringing, and all squealing 
in my ears, while I was settling sixteen 
disputes about tt^s and customs. Add to 
this, my regular battle every fair-day with 
the crane, which ought to be any where 



88 LOVE AND LAW; 

but where it is; and my perpetual diS' 
coveries of fraudulent kegs, and stones in 
the butter ! — Now, Sir, I only ask, can 
you wonder that I wipe my forehead — 
{loiping his forehead). 

O'Bla. In troth, Mr. Carver, I can- 
not ! — But^ these are the pains and penal- 
ties of being such a man of consequence 
as you evidently are; — and I that am now 
going to add to your troubles too by 
consulting you about my little pint. 

Carv. A point of law, I dare to say; 
for people somehow or other have got 
such a prodigious opinion of my law. 
{Takes siiuf.) 

O'Bla. {Aside.) No coming to the 
pint till he has finished his own pany- 
geric. 

Carv. And I own I cannot absolutely 
turn my back on people. — Yet as to poor 
people, I always settle them by telling 
them, it is my principle that law is too 
expensive for the poor.— I tell them, the 
poor have nothing to do with the laws.— 

O'Bla. Except the penal. 
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Cara, True, the civil is for us, men of 
property, — and no maa should think of 
going to law without he's qualified. — 
There should be licenses. 

O'Sla. No doubt.— Pi nalties there are 
in plinty; still those who can afford, 
should indulge. — In Ireland it would as 
ill become a gentleman to be any way shy 
of a laW'Shute, as of a duel. 

Carv. Yet law is expensive. Sir, even 
to me. 

O'Bla. But 'tis the best economy ia 
the endj for when once you have cast or 
honshuted your man in the courts, 'tis as . 
good as winged him in the 6eld. — And 
suppose you don't get sixpence costs, and 
lose your coot hundred by it, still it's a 
great advantage; for you are let alone to 
enjoy your own in pace and quiet ever 
after, which you could not do in this 
county withontit. — But the love of thelaw 
has carried me away from my business. 
—"The pint I wanted to consult you about 
is not a pint of law; 'tis another matter. 

Carv. {Looking at his watch.) I. must 
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be at Bob's Fort, to seal my deepatciies for 
the Castle. — And there's another thing I 
say of myself. 

O^Bla. -[Aside.) Remorseless agotist. 

Carv. I don't know how, the people 
all have got snch an idea of my connexioDs 
at the Castle, and ray influence with 
his Excellency, that I am worried with 
eternal applications. — They expect I can 
make them guagere, or ettorney-generals, 
I believe. — How do they know I write to 
the Castled 

O'Bla. Oh ! the post-office tells asy by 
the big sales (seals) to yonr despatches. 
[Aside) Which I'll engage is all the Cas- 
tle ever rades <^ them, tho' Carver has 
his Excellency always in his mouth, God 
help him I 

Carv. Well, you wanted to consult me, 
Gerald? 

O'Bla. And you'H give me your ad- 
vice, which will be conclusive, law, and 
every thing to me. — ^Yon know the 
M'Brides — would they be safe?, 

Catv. Very safe, substantial people. 
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0'B:a. then here's the thingi Mr. 
Carver: »yoa recommend them, and. as 
they are friends of your'^'— I will confess 
to- yon thiM, though it might not in piilt 
of interest be a very prudent match, I am 
tbmking that Honor M'Bride is snch a 
prudent girl, and Mrs. Carver has taken 
her by the hand, so I'd wish to follow 
Mrs. Carv«''s example for life, in taking 
Honor by" the hand for better or worse. 

Carv. In itiy bumble opinion yon ban- 
hot do better; and I can tell you a secret. . 
-^Hon»r will hav^ no contemptible for- 
tune in that rank of life. 

O'Bla. Oh, fortune's always con- 
temptible iti marriage. 

Cart. Fortune! Sir? — 

O'Bla. {Jside.) Overshot. — (^loiid.) 
. In comparisen with the patronage and 
protection or countenance she'd have 
from you and your family, Sir. 

Carv, That you may depend upon, 
my good Gerald, as far as we can go ; 
but you know we are nothing. 

O'Bla. Oh, I know you're every 
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thiDg. — Every thiog oq earth— parti- 
cularly with ould M'Bride — and you 
know how to speak so well and iloqueoti 
snd I'm so tongue-tied and Imshful on 
such an occasion. 

Carv. Well, well, I'll speak for you. 

O'Bla. A thousand thauks down to 
the ground. 

Carv. {Patting him on the back as he 
rises.) My poor Gerald. 

O'Bia. Then I am poor Gerald in point 
of wit I know> but yon are too good 
a friend to be calling me poor to ould 
M*Bride — ^you can say what I can't say. 

Carv. Certainly, certainly} and you 
may depend on me. — I shall speak my 
decided opinion; and I fancy M*Bride 
has sense enough to be ruled by you. 

O'Bia. I'm sure he has — only there'is 
a Randal Rooney, a wild young roan, in 
the case. — I'd be sorry the girl was 
thrown away upon Randal. 

Carv. She has too much sense— the 
father will settle that, and I'll settle the 
father. (Carver goings) 
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O'Bla. {Following, aside.) And who 
has settled you ? 

Carv. Don't stir — don't stir— Hioen of 
business must be nailed to a spot — and 
I'm not ceremoDious. (Exit Carver.) 

O'Bla. Pinned hitn, by all that's 
diver !— [Exit O'BIaney,) 



SCENE III. 

Mrs. Carver's Dressing Boom. 

Mrs. Carver sitting at rwori.— Bloomsbury 
standing. 

Bloom. Certainly, Ma'ana, what I 
always said was, that for the commonaUy 
there's no getting out of an Irish cabin a 
gi rl fit to be about a lady such aA yoii, Mrs. 
Carver, in the shape of a waiting maid or 
waiting maid's assistant, on account they 
smell so of smoke, which is very distress- 
ing; but this Honor M'Bride seems a 
C3 
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bettermost sort of girl. Ma'am ; if you can 
make up your mind to her vice. 

Mrs. 'Carv. Vice } — 

Bieem. That is, viciouB prontnmcia- 
tions in regard to their Irish brogues. 

Mts. Carv. Is that all ? — I am quite . 
accustomed to the accent. 

Bloom. Then, Ma'am, I declare now, 
I've been forced to stuff my hears with 
cotton wool hever since I corned to Ire- 
land. — But this here Honor M*Brlde has 
a mighty pretty vice, if you don't take 
exceptioBS to a little nationality; — nor 
she is not so smoke-dried — she's really a 
nice tidy looking-like' girl considering. 
— I've taken tea with the family often, 
and they live quite snug for Hirish. — I'll 
jBssuie you. Ma'am, quite bettermost 
people for Hiberniaas, as you always said. 
Ma'am. 

Mts. Carv. I have a regard for old 
Matthew, tho' he is something of a miser, 
I fear. 

Bloom. So, Ma'am» shall I call the 



r:„i- j-,G00tjlc 



A DRAMA. 35 

girl up, that we may see and talk to her } 
— I think Md'aoi, you'll find she will do; 
and I reckon to keep her under imy own 
eye and advice from morning till night 
— for when I seed the girl so willing to 
larn, I quite looked a fancy to h6r, I owni 
— as it were. 

Mrs. Can. Well, Bloomsbury, let me 
tee this Honor M'Bride. 

Bloom. [Callingt) One of you there ! 
please call up Honor M'Bride. 

Mrs. Carv. She has been waiting a 
great while, I fear; I don't- like to keep 
people waiting. 

Blo&m. {Watching for Honor as she 
speaks.) Dear heart. Ma'am, in this here 
country, people does love waiting for 
waiting's sake, that's sure— they got no- 
thing else to do — Oh Honor — walk in. 
Honor — rub your shoes always. 

Enter Honor, timidly. 
Mrs. Carv. {In an encouraging voice.) 
Come in, my good girl. 

Bloom. Oh child, the door ! — the peo- 
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pies never shut a door in Ireland ! Did 
not I warn you P — says I, " come when 
*' you're called — do as you're bid — shut 
" the door afler you, and you'll never be 
** chid" — now what did I tell you, child f 

Honor. To shut the door after me 
when I'd come into a room. 

Bloom. When Pd come — now that's 
not dic'snary English. 

Mrs. Carv. Good Bloomsbury, let that 
pass for the present — come a little nearer 
to me, my good girl. 

Honor. Yes, Ma'am. 

Bloom. Take care of the china pyra- 
mint with your cloak — walk on to Mrs. 
Carver — no need to be afraid — I'll stand 
your friend. 

Mrs. Carv. I should have thought 
Honor M'Bride, you were in too com- 
fortable a way at home to think of going 
into service. 

Honor. [Sighs.) No better father, nor 
brother, luir (than) I have. Ma'am, I 
thank your Ladyship ; but some things 
come across. 
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Mrs. Carv. {Aside.) Oh it is a blush- 
ing case I see — I mast talk to her alone 
by and by. (Ahud.) I don't mean, my good 
girl, to pry into your family affairs. 

Honor. Oh Ma'am, you're too good.— • 
(Aside.) the kind-hearted lady — howllove 
her already. (Site wipes the tears from her 
eyes.) 

Bloom. Take care of the bow-pot at 
your elbow, child ; for if yon break the 
Decks of them moss roses — 

Honor, I ax their pardon. 

Mrs. Carv. Better take the flower-pot 
out of her way, Bloomsbury. 

Bloom. {Moving the Jlaaser'pot.) There 
now— but Honor, keep your eyes on my 
lady — never turn your head, and keep 
your hands always afore yon, as I shew 
you-— Ma'am, she'll larn manners in time 
— Loo'on was not built in a day.— It 
i'n't to be expected of she ! — 

Mrs. Carv. It is not to be expected 
indeed that she should learn every thing 
at once — so one thing at a time, good 
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Bleofifsbuvy-L->and one person at a>time. — 
L^ectve HonW to me f&e the present. 

Bloom. Certainly, Ma'am; I beg par- 
don — I WdBonly saying — 

Mrs. Carv. Since it is, it seeme, neces- 
sary, my good girl, that you should leaye 
home; I am^ glad' that you are not too 
proud to go into service. 

Homr. Oh into yoitr service. Ma'am ! 
— I'd be loo proud if you'd be kind 
enough to accept mi. 

Mrs. Carv. Then as to wages ; what 
do yoa expect ? 

Honor. Any thing at alt you please 
Ma'am. 

Blmm. {Pressing dotrni her slioutder.) My 
lady, always — and wh6re's your curtsy ? 
— we shall bring these Irish knees into 
training by and by, I hope?. 

Honor. I'm' awk'ard and strange,- 
Ma'am — I trever was from home afore. 

Mrs. Carv. Poor girl — we shall agree 
very well, I hope. 

Honor. Oh yes, any thing at all. 
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Ma'em — tj^ la^ I'm not gree^y-^— nor 
needy— th&nks above !-~bnt it's what I'd 
wish to be under your protection if it 
was plasing, and I'll do my vtty beet. 
Madam. (Curtsies.) 

Mrs. Carv. Nobody can expect moi^e, 
and I hope and trust you'l) find mine an 
easy place — Bloomsbury, you will tell her 
what win be required of her — {Mrs. Carv. 
looks at her watch.) At twelve o'clock I 
shall be returnedfrom roy walk, and then. 
Honor, you will come into my cabinet 
here, I want to say a few words to you. 
{Exit Mrs. Carver.) 

Honor. Yes, Ma'am, — thank yooV 
Ma'am. (Honor /o Bloomsbury.) Hov/will 
I know. Miss Bloomsbury, when it will 
be twelve o'clock. 

Bloom. You'll hear the clock strike — 
but I suspect you'se don't understand 
the clock yet — well, you'll hear the work- 
men's bell. 

HoTior. I know. Ma'am, oh 1 know, 
true — only I was flurried, so I forgot. 

Bhom. Flurried ! but never be flur- 
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ried — now mind and keep your head 
upon yoar shoulders^ while I tell you alt 
your duty — ^you'll just ready this here 
room, your lady's dressing* room ; not » 
partica/ of dust let me never find, pattU 
clarly behind the v'mdor shuts. 
Honor. Vindorshuts! — where,Ma'am. 

Bloom. The shuts of the vindors — did 
you never hear of a vindor, child. 

Honor. Never, Ma'am. 

Bloom. [Pointing to a window.) Don't 
tell me I — why, you're head is a wool-ga- 
thering ! — now mind me, pray — see here, 
always you put that there, — and this here, 
and that upon that, — and this upon this, 
and this under that, — and that under this 
— ^you can remember that much, child, I 
supposes ?■ 

Honor. I'll do my endeavor. Ma'am, 
to remember all. 

Bloom. But, mind now ! my good 
girl, you takes petticlar care of this 
here pyramint of japanned china — and 
very petticlar care of that there great 
joss — and the very most patticularest 
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eare of this here right reverend Manda> 
lane. {Pointing to and touching a MandO' 
Tin, so as to make it shake. Honor starts 
back.) 

Bloom. It i*Dt alive. Silly child, to start 
at a mandolin shaking his head and beard 
at you. — But, oh ! mercy, if there in't 
enough to make him shake his head. — 
Stand there ! — stand here ! — now don't 
you see ? 

Honor. Which, Ma'am. 
Bloom. '* Which, Ma'am /" you're 
no witch, indeed, if you don't see a 
cobweb as long as my arm. Run. rnn, 
child, for the Pope's head. 

Honor. Pope's head. Ma'am ? 
Bloom. Ay, the Pope's head, w'ich 
you'll fmd under the stairs. — Well, a'nt 
yon gone P what do you stand there, like 
a stuck pig, for ? — Never see a Pope's 
head ? — 'never 'ear of a Pope's head ? 

Honor. I've heard of one. Ma'am — 
with the priest — bat we are protestants. 

Bloom. Protestants ! what's that to 
do ? I do protest, I believe, that little 
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head of yoitrs ib sotaeway got wrong on 
your shoulders to day. 

{The clock strikes — Honors »&> w 
close to it, starts.) 

Sleom. Start sgam ! — 'why^ yoo're all 
starts and fits. Never start, child I so ig- 
Itoranaua like ! 'tifi ooly tlie clock in your 
ear, — twelre o'clock* hark ! — ^The bell 
will fiog now in a hurry. — Then you goes 
in there to my lady- — stay, you'll never 
be able, I dare for to say, for to open 
the door without pte ; for I opine, you 
are not much usen'd to brass locks in 
Hirish cabins — Gan't be expected-'-See 
here then ! You turns the lock in your 
hand this'n ways — the bck, niind now ; 
not the ka/ nor the bolt for your life, 
child, else you'd bolt your lady in, and 
there'd be my lady in lob's poundj and 
there'd be a pretty kettle offish !— 5oyou 
keep, if you can, all I said to you in 
your head if possible — and you goes in 
there — and I goes out here. 

{Exit Bloomsbury.) 

Honor. {Cmisying) Thank ye, Ma'am. 
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Then alt this time I'm sensible I've been 
befaaviDg and looting little better than 
like a fool, or an ijenocent. — But I hope 
X won't be so bad when the lad^ shall 
speak to me. (7^ bell rings.) Oh, the 
bell summons me in ^eve.— (Speaks wUh 
her hood on the leek af ike door.) The 
lock's a«y enough — ^I hope I'll take oou' 
rage— (jig/w.)— AsicT to-spake before o»»e 
nor two, any way^-ond asier tin times t« 
the mistress than the maid. 

{Exit Honor.) 



SCENE IV. 

The Highroad — A Cottage in view — Turf- 
stack, Hay-rick, Sfc. 

Catty Rooney alone, walking backwards 
andforwards. 

Catty. 'Tia but a stone's throw to 
Ballynavogne. B«t I don't like to be 
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going into the fair a^-fut {onfoot^^ when 
I been always used to go in upon my 
piltion behiad my husband when living, 
and my son Randal, after bis death. — 
Wait, who comes here ? — *Tis Gerald 
O'Blaney's, the distiller's, young man, 
Pat Coxe : now we'll lam all — and whe- 
ther O'Blaney can lend me the loan of a 
horse, or no. — ^A good morrow to you 
kindly, Mr. Pat Co3(e. 

Etaer Pat Coxe. 

Pat. And you the same, Mrs. Roo- 
□ey, tinfold — Mr. O'Blaney has his sar- 
vices to yoQ, Ma'am. — No not his sat' 
vtceSf but his compliments, that was the 
word, — his kind compliments, that was 
the very word. 

Cathf. The counshillor's alwaj's very 
kind to me, and genteel. 

Pal. And was up till past two in the 
morning, last night. Madam, he bid me 
say, looking over them papers you left 
with him for you sbuit. Ma'am, with 
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the M*Bride3> about the bit of Ballyna- 
scraw bog; and if you call upon the 
counshillor in the course of the morning, 
he'll find, or make, a minute, for a con- 
sultation, he says. — But mane time, to 
take no step to compromise, or make it 
up, for your lifej Ma*am. 

Catty. No fear, I'll not give up at 
law, or any way, to a M'Bride, while 
IVe a drop of blood in .my veins— and 
its good thick Irish blood runs in these 
veins. 

Pat. No doubt. Ma'am — from the 
kings of Ireland, as all the world knows, 
Mrs. Rooney. 

Catty. And the M'Brides have no 
blood at-all-at-atl. 

Pat, Not a drop,- Ma'am — so they 
can'jt stand before you. 

Catty. They ought not, any way ! — 
What are they? Cromwellians at the 
best. — Mac Brides ! — Macks — Scotch ! — 
not Irish native— at-all-at-all.— People 
of yesterday, graziers and mushroom — 
(mushrooms) — which tho' they've made 
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the money, cdn't buy the blood. — My 
aosheGtors sat oa a throne, when the 
' M'Brides had only their hunkers* to sit 
upon { and if I walk now when they ride, 
they can'tlook down upon me— for every 
body knows whol am — and what they are. 

Pat. To be sure. Ma'am, they do— 
the whole coontry talks of nothing else 
but the shame when you'd be walking 
mod they riding. 

Catty. Then could the coanshiltor 
lend me the horse. 

Pat. tl'^ith all the pleamre in life. 
Ma'am, only erary horse he has in the 
world, is out o' messages, and draw- 
ing turf, and one thing or another to day 
— and he is very sorry, Ma^m. 

Catty. So am I then— I'm nnlaoky 
the day.— But I won't be saying «>> for 
fear of spreading ill luck on my faction. 
t^Pray now what kind of a fair is it? 
Would tberebe any good s^ns of a fight* 
Mr. Pat Coxe ? 

* ITieir himiert, i, e. their hami. 
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oTily >ust bijyiog QQd selliQg. The borse- 
bastes, and horned-cattle, and pigs squeak* * 
ing» has it all to themselves. — But Us 
early titnesyety — it won't be loqg so. 

Catty. No M'Brides, no Ballynavogue 
boys gathering jet ? 

^at. Now to.aigoifjr of the M'Brides, 
J^^faga, 4t ajl. 

Catty. Then its plain tifaem M'Brides 
dare not be shewing theicfeces, or evMi 
their hacks, in Ballynavogue.-^But sure 
all our Bal)yD48craw-boys, tiie Kooaies, 
are in it as usual, I hope. 

Vat. Oh, Ma'am, there is plinty of 
Rooniea. — I warfced Big Briny of Clooni 
and Click. 6f Eliogwty, and lititle Char- 
ley of KjHaspugbRooe. 

Catty. AH good men * — no bet-ten— 
Pfaise be whjeredue. 

Pat. And scarce a Mac Bride I no- 
ticed-^B»t the fathe;? ao'd«on— ould Mat- 
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thew, and flourishing PhiU was in it, 
with B new pair of boots and the silver- 
hilted whip. 

Catty. The epalpeen 1 turoed. into a 
buckeen, that would be a squireen, — 
but can't. 

Pat. No, for the father pinches him. 

Cattyi That's well — and that ould 
Matthew is as obstinate a neger as ever 
famished his stomach. — What's he doing 
in Ballynavogue the day? 

Pat. Standing he is there, in the fair- 
green, with his score of fat bullocks, 
that he has got to sell. 

Catty. Fat bullocks! Them, I reckon 
will go towards Honor M'Bride's por- 
tion, and a great fortin she'll be for a 
poor man — but I covet none of it for me 
or mine. 

Pat. I'm sure of that. Ma'am, — ^you 
would not demane yourself to the likes. 

Catty. Mark me, Pat Coxe, now — 
with all them fat bullocks at her back, and 
with all them fresh roses in her cheeks — 
and I don't say but she's a likely girl, if 
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she wa'nt a Mac Bride. — But with all 
that, and if she was the best spinner in 
the three counties, and I don't say but 
she's good, if she wa'nt a Mac Bride,— 
but was she the best of the best, and the 
fairest of the fairest, and had she to boot, 
the two stockings full of gould. Honor 
M'^Bride shall never be brought home, 
a daughter-in-law to me. — My pride'i 
up ! 

PtU. (Aside.) And Vm instructed to 

keep it up. {Aloud.) True, for ye. 

Ma'am, and I, wish that all had as 
much proper pride, as ought to be hav- 
ing it. 

Cath/. There's maning in your eye, 
Pat — give it tongue. 

Pat. If you did not hear it, I suppose 
there's ho truth in it. 

Catty. What ? — which ? — 

Pat. That your son Randal, Mrs. 
Rooney, is not of your way of thinking 
about Hohor M'Bride, may-be's. 

Catty. Tut ! — No matter what way 
of thinking be ts — A young slip of a boy 
D 
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lUce him does not know what he'H think 
to-morrow. — He's a good son to me, ant) 
ii) regard to a wife^ one girl will do him 
as well as another, if he has any »nse-T- 
8^d, I'll, find ^'iB & gill that will fimft 
him, 1*11 engage. 

Fat. M-ay be so. Ma'am — no fear— 
onl^ boy» do like to be ^sipg tfaenn 
selves, by times— and I noticed some- 
thing. 

Cath/, What did you notice?— till 
me, Patj dear, quick. 

Fat. No — 'tis bad to be meddling 
and remarking to get myself ill-will — so 
I'll keep myself to myself; — for Randal's 
re^dy enough -with his hand, as you with 
the tongue, — no offence, Mrs. Rooney, 
Ma'am. 

Catti/. Niver fear — only till me the 
truth, Pat, dear. 

Pat. Why then, to the best of my 
opinion, I seen Honor M' Bride just now, 
giving Randal Rooney the meeting be- 
hind the chapel > and I seen him putting 
a ring on her finger. 



Catty. {Clasping htr hands.) — Oh, 
murder ! — Oh 1 the unnatural monsters 
iJttat Iov« m>lats ^ these young jnea ; sind 
t^ traitor to use me BOi when be pnK 
niis6d he'd never make a stolen mfttcil 
unkQOWQ'st tp i»e> 

PaU Ob, Ma'am, J don't say — I 
ipv^oldiL't «Fear it's a-nwtcb^-^yet. 

Qu^ T^w I!U nm dovn and st<^ 
it — and catch 'em. 

Pat. Yon haveb't your joidc o^ 
Ma'am — {sbe turns towards the house).— 
and its no uae — for you won't catch *em 
-r-l seea them after, turning the back 
way into Nick Flaherty's. 

Catty. Nick Flaherty's, the publi- 
can's F — oh, the sinners ! — and this is the 
saint, that Honor M'BrJde would be pass* 
ing herself opon us for. — And all the 
edication sbe got at Mrs. Carver's Sun- 
day school. — Oh, this comes of being 
better than one's neighbors — a fme thing 
to tell Mrs. Carver, the English lady, 
that's so nice and so partial to Miss 
D S 
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Honor M'Bride.-^— Oh, I'll expose 
her. 

Pat. Oh sure, Mrs. Rooney, you 
promised you'd not ttS^.—[Standii^ so as 
to stop Catty;) 

Catbf. Is it who told me — no — I 
won't mintion a sintence of your name. 
— ^But let me by — I won't be put off 
now I're got the scent. — I'll hunt 'em ont, 
and drag her to shame if they're above 
ground ; or roy name's not Catty Rooney. 
—Mick — Mick! \\ii\e M\c\i—{caUit^ at 
the cottage rfoor)— ^Bringmy blue jock up 
the road after me to Bally navogue. — 
Don't let me count three till you're after 
me, or I'll bleed ye I — —{Exit Catty, 
shaking her closed hand, and repeating) 
I'll expose Honor M'Bride — I'll expose 
Honor 1 I will, by the blessing ! 

Pat: {Jlone.) Now, if Randal Roo- 
ney would hear, he'd make a jelly of nie, 
and how I'd trimble ! or the brother, if 
he comed'across me, and knewed. — But 
they'll nirer know. — Oh, Catty won't 
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say a sinteoce of my name, was she 
carded I — No, Catty's a scould, bat has 
a coDBcieDce. — Then I like conscience 
in them I have to diJe with cartainly. 

(Exa.) 



END OF ACT 1. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

Gerald (yBlaney's Counting'House, 

O'Blanej, ahve. 

O'Bla. Then I wonder that oald 
Matthew M'Bride is not here yet. — Bnt 
is not this Pat Coxa coming np yonder ? 
Aye.— Well Pat, what success with 
Catty? 

Eiiier Pat Coxe, panting. 

Take breath, man alive— What of Catty ? 
. Pat. Catty! Oh, mnrder! — No time 
to be talking of Catty, now ! — Sure the 
sbuper-vizor's come to town. 
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O'^a. Blood!— and the malt that 
has not paid duty in the cdhir! Han, 
for yonr life, to the back-yard, give a whis- 
tle to call all the boys that's ricking o* 
the turf, away with *tm to the cellar, 
out with every siadk of malt that's in it, 
through the back-yard, throw all into the 
middle of the tarf-stack, and in the vrink 
of an eye bnild np the nek ov6r aB, stnwg 
(snug). 

Pat. I'll engage we'll faaVe it done 
in a crack. {Exit Pat.) 

am. (CalUng tifler hm.)-^Vjiil Pgl 
Coxe, m&nt 

Re-enUr F«t. 

CBla. Would there be any fear of 
any o' the boys ir^formin? 

Pat. Sooner cut their ears off! 

{Exit Pat.) 

Enter Old M'Bride, at the opposite sidd 
Old M'B. {SpeakiTig in a slow, dratvling 
brogue'.) Would Mr. Gerald O'Blaneyi 
the counsellor, be within i 
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O'Bla. {Qmek brogw.) Oh, my best 
friend, Matthew M* Bride, is it yon, 
dear ? — then here's Gerald O'Blaney, al- 
ways at your sarvice; But shake hands, 
for of all men in Ireland, you are the 
iQ&n I was aching to lay my eyes on. — 
And, in the fiiir did ye happen to meet 
Carver of Bob's Fort? 

OldM'B. {Speaking very slowfy,) Aye, 
did I — and he was a-talking to me, and 
I-was a-talking to him — and he's a very 
good gentleman, Mr. Carver of Bob's Fort 
r— so he is — and a gentleman thatknowa 
how things should be; and he has been 
living of me, Mr. O'Blaney, a great ac- 
count of you, and how you're thriving in 
the world — and so as that. 

O'Bla. Nobody should know that 
better than Mr. Carver of Bob's- Fort — 
he knows all my affairs. — He is an nnde- 
stable honest gentleman, for whom I 
profess the highest regard. 

Old M'B. Why then he has a great 
opinion of you too, counsellor — ^for he 
has been advising of, and telling of me. 
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O'BIaneyi of jronr proposhal, Sir — and 
very suuible I am of the honor draie by.. 
jKM to our family. Sir — sod condescan- 
sion to ths lilcei of ui— 4ho* to be sore,: 
Honor M'Bride, tbosgh sbe . i&v my 
da|Dgbter> iaa match for.anyniML 

O'Bia. Is a match for a priace— a.. 
Prince Ragent even.— ^ no. more about 
condescenscion, my good Matthew, — for. 
lore livels^aU distinctioQs, ' i 

OldM'B. That's very prHty of you, 
to say so, Sirj and I'll repeat it to 
Honor. 

O'Bla. Cupid is the greatlireller, after 
all,' and . the only democrat Daily oa, 
earth I'd bow to— -for I know yon are no 
democrat, Mr. M' Bride, but quite and . 
cjaae the contrary way. 

Old M'B. Quite and clane and stiff 
—I thank my God, and I'm glad in 
spite of the Towel before your name, Mr 
O'Blaney, to hear you are of the sam«. 
kidney. 

O'Bta. I'm happy to find myself 
agreeable to you. Sir. 
■ D3 
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OUM'B. Bat. bowerer agienUa t» 
me, u I won't deDj, it mij^t be> Sir, 
to tee my giii imde into a gentlewonAn 
bj marriage, I mmt c^nflrve ta 7011' — -» 

O'BU. And Itl k«ep ber a. jawrtiag 
car to ride about the ^viMxy-^-^ttaA \m 
anotber year, as my fortnoe'* riuagfa my 
vife sb(Hild rise wttb it nMw a ooacb of 
her own. 

Old M'B. Oh ! iif I'd live to see my 
child, my Honor, in a coaeii of ber 
own ! — I'd be too b^py, ob, I'd die 
cooteot. 

O'Sla. {Jside.) No fear \—iJlimd.y- 
And why should not she ride in her own 
coach, Mt«treMCoanseHorO'BIaoey>and 
look ont of tbe windows down upon the 
Roomes, that have the insolence to look 
up to her. 

Old M'3. Ah I you know tkut then. 
—That's all that's against m. Sir, ia this 
match. 

0*Bla. Bat if you are against Bwdal) 
DO fear. 

iM M*B. I am against him — that is. 
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against his feiDily, and aU bis ^ed, iM^ed, 
aud generation. — Bat I wobM not break 
my daughtor's heart if I coald help it. 

O'JSla. Wheagh! — heartB don't break 
in these days, like china. 

Old M'B. This is my answer, Mr. 
O'BIaney, Sir,— .Yon have my lare, hot 
you iQDSt have her's too. 

G'Bia. I would not fear to gjun that, 
in dae tinse, if you «oald stand my 
fri«nd in forbidding bcr the sight of 
Randsd. 

Old M'B. I wilt with pleasure, that 
— 4br th6' I won't force her to marry to 
plase me, I'll forlMd faer to marry to dis* 
plase roe; and when I have said it^ 
whatever it is, I'll be (Aeyed. — {Strikes 
kis stick on the ground.) 

O'Bla. That's all I ax. 

Old M*B. Bat now what settlemnit, 
Counshillor, will you make on my girl f 

O'Bla. A hundred a year — I wish to 
be liberal-^Mr. Carver will sec to that — 
he knows all my affairs, as I suppose h« 
was telling -you. 
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Oid M'B. He was — I'm satisfied, and 
I'm at a word myself always. You beard 
me name m^ girl's portion. Sir ? 

O'Blai I'caa't say — I didn't miad — 
,'Twas DO object to me in life. 

Old M'B. {In a very low,, mysterious 
tone, and slow brogue.) Tbeo fire hundred 
guineas is some object to most min. 

O'Bia, Certainly, Sir — but not stich an 
object as your daughter to me ; since we 
are got upon business, however, best settle 
all that out of the way, as you say, at 
•see. Of the five hundred, I have two in 
my hands already, which you ban make 
over to me with a stroke of a pen, {Rising 
gUickfy, and getting pen, ink, and books.) 

Old M'B. {Speaking very sloichf.) Stay 
a bit — no hurry. In life — in business — 
'tis always most haste, worse speed. 

O'Bla. Take your own time, my good 
MatUjew — I'll be as slow as you plase — 
only love's quick. 

Old M*B, Slow and sure — love and 
all — fast bind, fast find— three and two, 
what does that make F 



r:„|. :iMG00tjl>J 



A DRAMA. 61 

O'Bia. It used to make five before I 
was ill love. 

Old M'B: And will tb6 same after 
. you're married and dead^-what am I 
thinking of? — a score of bullocks I had 
i)i the&ir — half a score sold in my 
pocket, and owing half— that's John Do- 
Ian, twelve pound, tin — and Charly Duffy 
nine guineas, and thirteen tin pinnies* 
and a five<penny bit — stay then, put that 
to the handred guineas in the stpcking at 
home. 

O'Bla. [Aside.) How he makes my 
month water. [Aloud.) May be, Matthew, 
I could, that am used to it, save you the 
trouble of counting. 

Old M'B. No trouble in life to me 
ever to count ray money — only 1*11 trou- 
ble you, Sir, if you plase, to lock that 
door; bad to be chinking and spreading, 
money with doors open, for walls has 
ears and eyes. 

O'Bla. True for you. (Rising, and go- 
ing to lock the doors.) 
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Oid AtB. {Stopping ban.) Plump me, 
no jUomps — I'll have it exact, or not at 
idl-^I'll not part it, so let nbe see it aLpAa. 

O'Sia. (Aside, with a deepsighy abiust 
a groan.) 0\^ 1 wfaan I had faad it ia Mif 
firt— ^moit— 'but 'tis as bard to ^ fiio- 
sey oat of Uhs^ man, at blood oat of a 
ttornip; aod I'll be lostto-nigbt witboat 
it. 

OldM'B. 'Tis Dot exact— aod I'n 
exa£!t — I'll put it all np agam — {he 
puts it deliberate^ utto the bag again, 
thrusting tlte bag irOa bis poc^ty—l'll 
nwke it up at hoaw my owo way, and 
»atd it in to jou by Fbil in an bour'a 
time, for I could not sleep sound witb so 
moob in. my honse-— bad people aboat— 
safer with you in town— Mr. Carver says, 
yooare as good as the Bank of Ireland — 
there's no going beyond that. (BsUoniag 
tg» hif pockets.)— '^ yon may unlock the 
doors and let me out now— I'U send Phil 
with ail to you, and you'll give him a bit 
of a recdpt» or a token that would do. 

O'Bia.-^ I shall give a receipt by all 
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ipeans-i-all r^ular; — short accoatts 
make loDg friends. {UiUocks the door.) 
. OldM'B. True Sir, and I'll come ia 
and see about the setttements in. tiie 
mornibg, if Honor is agre^ble. 

O'Bla. I shall make it my boaioeu to 
wait Dpoo the young lady myself on the 
wings of love } — and I trost I'll not find 
any remains of Randal Rooney in her 
bead. 

Old Ai'B. Net if I can help it> depend 
on that. (They shake hands.) 

O'Bla. Then fare ye well, father-m- 
law — .that's meat and drink to me~-> 
would not ye take a glass of wine then ? 

Old M^B' Not a drop — not a drop at 
all — with money about me, I must be in 
a hurry home. 

O'Bla. That's true — so best— -reeooi- 
mind me kindly to Miss. Honor, and say 
a great dale about my impatienoe— Imd 
I'll be expicting Phil, and won't shut up 
till be comet the night. 

Old M'B. No don't— for he'll be with, 
you before night-fall. ' (Exit M*Bnde.) ' 
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O'Bla. {Cailitig.) Dan 1 open the door 
there — Dan I Joe I opeo the door smart 
for Mr. M'Bride. (O'Bluiej rubbing his 
hands.) Now I think I may prooounoe 
myself made for life— soccess to my 
parts 1 — and here's Pat too! — well Pat 
CoxCt what news of the thipg in hand } 

Enter Pat Coxe. 

Pat Oat of hand clane ! — that job's 
nately done — thetorf-rick Sir's built np 
cliver, with the malt snog itf the iDid- 
dle of its stomaeh — so were the shuper- 
viehora conjurer even, barring he'd dale 
with the oald one, he'd never suspiot a 
Bentence' of it. 

' O'Bla. Not he — he's no coojnrer— 
many's the dozen tricks I played him 
afore now. 

Pat. But. Counshillor, there's the big 
Teshelin the litde passage — I got a hint 
from a friend, that the shuper got iofor* 
mation of the spirits in that from some 
nUaiu. 
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O'Bla, And do yon think I don't 
know a trick for that too ? 

Pat. Kodoabt — still, Connshillor, I'm 
in dread of my life tliat that great big 
vesfael vran't be implied in a hurry. 

O'Sla. Won't it ?— ^but you'll see it 
will tho' ; and what's more, them spirits 
will turn into water for the shupervishor. 

Fat. Water! how? 

O'Bla. Asy — the ould Mn-pit that's 
St the back of the di^itlery. 

Pat. I know— what of it ? 

CBia. A sacret TJip* I've got -fixed 
to the big veEhel, and the pfpe goes under 
-the wall for me into the tan-pk, and ft 
sucker I have in the big veshel wbidi I 
-pull open by a string in a crack, and 
iets all off all clane into the tan-pit. 

Pat. That's capital — bat the water F 

O'^a. From the pump, another pipe 
—and the girl's pumping asy, for she's 
to wash to-morrow, and knows notblng 
abotit it; and so the big veshel She fills 
with water, wondering what ails the 
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water that it don't come— ukt I set one 
boy and another to tielp ber—aad the 
^inp'8 bewitched, and that's dt — so 
that's settled. 

Pat. And clererly. Oh oouDshiller, 
ire are amatcfa for the shap«' any day, 
or night. 

O'Bla. For him and a)l his tribe, coitrs- 
itig officers and all. I'd desire no better 
^lort, tfaan to hear the Whole paek in full 
cry after met and I doubling, and donb^ 
ling, and safe at my form at last. Vf\%h. 
you,Pat,myprecio<nB, todraglheherr'mg 
OTcr the ground previous to the hunt, 
to diMrad the soeitt, and defy the noie <^ 
tfaedc^. . . 

Pat. Then I'm prood to sarve you, 
Connshiltor. 

O'Bla. : I know yov are, and a very 
honest boy. And what Ad you do for 
me, with Catty Booney ? 

Pat. The best.—Oh I its I Uimn/'d 
Ctttty to the skies, and then egged heron, 
and aggravated her against the M'ftrides, 
tiU 1 1^ her as mad as e'er a one In Bed- 
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lam — up to Stay thing ! and fall tilt she's 
off to Flaherty's, the pablican, id her blo^ 
jock — where ahe'U not be long afore she 
kicks up a quarrel, I'll engage — for she's 
swching the house for Honor M'Bride, 
whoisno^init — and giving bad luignage, 
I warrant, to all the M'Bride faction, 
who is in it, drinking. Ob ! trust Catty's 
tongue for breeding a riot ! In half an 
hour, I'll warrant, you'll have as fine a 
fight in town as ever ye seen or bard. 

O'Bla. That's iligantly done, Pat^ 
Bat I hope Randal Booney is in It ? 

Pat. In the thick of it be is, or will 
]«.— So I hope your honor did not fiMy 
git to spake to Mr. Carver abmt that 
little place for me. . ' ; 

G'Bla. Forgit t — Do I forgit my own 
• name, do ybu think P Sooner forgit that 
then my promises. 

Pat. Oh ! I beg your honor's par- 
don — I would not doubt your word ; and 
to make matters sure, and to make Catty 
cockahoop, 1 tould her, and swore to her, 
there was not a M'Bride in the town 



r:„i- :i-,G00tjl>J 



A DIUHA; 69 

bat two, and there's twinty, more or 
less. 

O'Bla. And when she sees them twinty, 
more or lesS) what will she think ? — Why 
would you say that, she might find you 
out in a lie next minute, Mr. Overdo i 
'Xis dangerous for a young man to be 
telling more lies than is absolutely re- 
quisite. The tie-superftuous brings many 
an honest man, and, what's more, many a 
clirer fellow into a scrape — and that's 
your great fan't, Pat. 
Pat. Which, Sir? 

0'£Ai. 7%<i/,Sir. I don't see you often 
noW; take a glass too much. — But, Pat, I 
hear yon often sLill are too apt to indulge 
in a lie too much. 

Pat. Lie ! Is it I f — Whin upon my 
conscience, 1 niver to my knowledge, 
tonid a lie in my life, since I was bom, 
excipt it would be just to skreen a man, 
which is charity, sure, — or to skreen my- 
self, which is self-defeoce, sure — and that's 
lawful ; or to oblige your honor, by par- 
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ticular desire* and tbtU can't he helpeti, I 
suppose. 

O'Bla. lapk not Bt^y'fag ^g^in aU tbat 
-rrooly: (la^vtg his hajidon Pat'? shon^r at 
hfi is gpmgout,/ agfUQSt another time, all 
Via wwming yo^, ypUDg man^ is^ yiou'fe. 
to* «Hpt to Ihink there aerer £An he lying: 
enongli.— Nov too mnch of e^gaad tbmg 
i^gj^An* OPthiAff; i^t Q'fiUsejvy 

Fat, dime. 
Pat. There's what yon may c^l the 
divil rebuking sin — and now we talk of 
the lik^ as, I've bard my mudth^r a»y, 
that be had J^eed of a long spoon that. 
ates wid the divil — ao I'll look to that in: 
time. Bat who's voice is that I hear 
coming up stairs i — ^I don't believe but it's 
Mr. Carver— only what sbonid bring htm 
b^ck again, X wonder now ? — Here he ii, 
all out «f breath, coming. 

Enter Mr. Carver. 
Mr. Carv. Pray, yoangmiui> did yon 
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happen to see — ipaUmg for breath.) Bleu 
meirreriddenso fast back from Bob's Fort. 

Pat. My.inarter, Sir, Mr. O'BtoMjr, 
U it f— Win I run? 

Mr, Carq. No, no-^stwd «tUltlU I 
have br^a|(b. What I iRaot is, a o>py of 
a letter I dropped wme where or other— 
here I think it must bare been, when I 
took oqL my haadkercbicf'—a copy of a 
letter to his Excellency — of great emae^^ 
quence. (Carver sits dowUt and lakes 
br£ath.) 

Pat. {Searching about tvith efficwus^ 
haste.) If it's above ground I'll ^d it. 
What's this i~^n oid biU. That is not it 
— rwould it be this, crumpled op.—" To 
bifi ^eellency the Lord Lieateount of 
Ireland.*' 

Mr.Carv. {Snatckirtg.) No further, for 
your lifb. 

Pat. Well' then 1 was lucky I found 
it, uad prond. 

Mr. Carv. And well yon may be, 
yovng mMi ; for I omi assure you, on this 
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letter the fate of Ireland may dep«id. 
{Smoothing the letter on his knee.) 

JPat. I wouldn't doubt it — when it'« s 
letter of your honor's— I know your ho- 
nor's a great man at tbe Castle. Andplase 
your honour, I take this opportunity of 
tanking your honofj for the enoourage- 
ment I got about that little clerk's place — • 
and here's a copy of my hand-writing, 
I'd wish to shew your honor, to see I'm 
capable — and a scholard. 

Mr. Carv. Hand-writing! Bless me, 
young man, I have no time to look at your 
hand-wnting, Sir. With the affairs of 
the nation on my shoulders— can you 
possibly think ? — is tbe boy mad ?— 4hat 
I've time to revise every poor scholar's 
copy-book ? 

Pat. I humbly beg yotir honor's par- 
don, but it was only becaase I'd wish 
.to shew I was not quite so unworthy to be 
under (whin you've time,) your honor's 
protection, as promised. 

Mr. Carv. My protection ?— you are 
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not under my protection, Sir— protnised 
clerfc's place— I do not conceive what 
you are aiming at. Sir. 

Pat. The little clerk's pl^ce, plase 
yoar honor — that my master, ConnsheUor 
O'Blaney, tould me he spoke about to 
jotir honor, and was recommending me 
for to yonr honor. 

Mr. Carv. Never-never heard one 
syllable abont it, till this momrat. 

Pat. Oh murder I — but I expect your 
honor's goodness will. — 

Mr. Carv. To make yonr mind easy, 
I promised to appoint a young man to 
that place» a week ago, by Counsellor 
O'Blaney's special recommendation. — So 
there must be some mistake, 

(Exit Mr. Carver.) 

Pat, ahne. 
Pat. Mistake ? aye, mistake on pur- 
pose — so he never spoke ! so he iied ! — 
my master that was praching me ! — And 
oh, the dirty lie he tould me! Now I 
can't put up with that, when I was al- 
£ ' 
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most perjuring myself for him at tbe. 
time. Ob if I don't fit him for this 1 
And he got the place given to another ! — 
then I'll get him as well sarved, and oat of 
this place too — seen-if-I-don't ! He is 
cunning enoagh, bat I'm cater nor he — 
X have him in my power, so 1 hare : 
and I'll giro the shupervishor a scent of 
the malt in the turf-stack — and a bint 
of the spirits in the tan-pit — and it's I> 
that will like to stand by innocent, and 
see how shrunk O'Blaney's double face 
will look forenent the shupervishor, when 
all's found oat, and not a nord leh to 
say, but to pay-TT-ruined hand and foot I 
Then that shall be, and before nightfall. — 
Oh! one good turn deserves another— 
in revenge, prompt payment while you 
live I (Exit.) 
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SCENE II. 

M'Bride's Cottage. 

Matthew M' Bride anij Honor. (Matthew 

xvitha little Table before him, at Dinner.) 

Old M'B. {Pushing his plate from him. ) 
I'll take no more— I'm done — [he sighs). 

Honor. Then you made but a poor 
dinner, father, after being at the fair, 
and up early, and all ! — Take this bit 
from my hands, father dear. 

OldM.*B. {Turning away suUenh/.) I'll 
take nothing from you. Honor, but what 
I got already enough and-^-too much of — 
and that's ungratitude. 

Honor. Ungratitude 1 Father ! then 
you don't see my heart I 

Old M'B. I lave that to whoever has 
it. Honor — 'tis enough for me, I see 
what you do— and that's what I go by. 

Honor. Oh me ! and what did I do 
to displase you, father ? — (He is obsti- 
nately silent ; after waiting in vain for an 
G 2 
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answer, she continuesj — I that was thiok- 
ing to make all happy> {aside) but myself, 
(aloud) by settling to keep out of the 
way of — all that could vex you — and 
to go ,to sarvice, to Mrs. Carrer's. I 
thought that would plase you, father. 

Old M'B. Is it to lave me. Honor ? 
Is it thaty you thought would plase me, 
HoDor ? To lave your father alone in 
his ould age, after all the slaving he 
got ^m1 was willing to undergo, whilst 
ever he had strength, early and late to 
make a little portion for you. Honor,— 
you that I reckoned npon for the prop 
aod pride of my ould age — and you ex- 
pect you'd plase me by laving me. 

Honor. Hear me just if, pray then, 
father. 

Old M'B. {Shading her of as she tries 
to caress him.) — Go then, go where you 
will, and dematie yourself going into 
sarvice, rather than stay with me— -go. 

Honor-. No, I'll not go. — I'll stay then 
with you, father dear, — say that wilt plase 
you. 
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Old M'B. (Going on without listening 
to her.J — And all for the love of this 
Kandal Rooney ! Aye, you may well put 
your two hands before your face; if you'd 
any touch of natural affection at all, tluit 
young man would have been the last of 
all others you'd ever have thought of 
loving, or liking any way. 

Honor., Oh I if I could help it! 

Old M'B. There itis. — This is the way 
the poor fathers is always to be trated.-r-. 
They to give all. daughter aitd fdl, and get 
nothing at all, not their choiceeven of the 
man, the villain that's to rob 'em of all — 
without thanks even ; and of all the pitnly 
of bachelors there are in the p^ri^h.'for 
th« girl that has money, that daughter 
will go and pick and chuse out th; 
very man the father mislikes beyond all 
others, and then its " Oh if I could help 
it. /"■ — Asy talking h 

Honor, fiut, dear father, wasn't it 
more than talk, what I did? — Oh, won't 
you listen to me ? 

Old M'B. I'll not hearyej for if you'd 
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a grain o' spirit in your mane composi- 
tion. Honor, you would take your father's 
part, and not be putting yourself under 
Catty's feet— 'the bad-tongued woman, 
that hates you, Honor, like poison. 

Honor. If she does hate me, its all 
through love of her own — > — 

Old M'B. Son— aye — that she thiaks 
too good for you — for you, Honor j you, 
the lily of Lismor^— that might command 
the pride of the country. Oh, Honor 
dear, don't be lessening yourself, but be 
a proud girl as you ought, aud my own 
Honor. 

Honor. Oh, when you speak so kind ! 

Old M'B. And I beg your pardon, 
if I said a cross word, for I know you'll 
never think of him more, and no need to 
lave home at all for his sake. It would 
be a shame in the country, and what 
would Mrs. Carver herself think ? 

Honor. She thinks well of it, then. 

Old M'B. Then whatever she thinks, 
she shan't have my child from me ! — tho' 
»he is a very good lady, and a very kiai 
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lady, too. — But see now, Honor — have 
done with love, for'its all Ibolishaessjand 
when you come to be as ould as I am, 
yon^ll think so too. The shadows goes 
all one way, till the middle of the day, 
and when that is past, then all the t'other 
way; and so it is, with love, in life — stay 
till the sun is going down with you. 

HoTior. Then it would be too Jate 
to be thinking of love. 

Old M'B. And too airly now, and 
there's no good time, for its all folly. 
I'll ax youi will love set the potatoes ? — 
will love make the rent? — or, will love 
give you a jaunting-car ? — as to my know- 
ledge another of your bachelors would. 

'Honor. Oh, don't name him, father. 

Old M'B. Why not- — when it's his 
name i.hat would make a lady of you, 
and tbere'd be a rise in life, and an ho- 
nor to your family. 

Honor. Recollect it was he that would 
have dishonored my family, in me, if he 
could. 

CAd M'B. But he repints now^ -and 
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what -ean a nian do, bnt vepint, and oSer 
to make bonorable restitution, and think- 
ing of marrying, u now, Honordearj — 
is not that a condescension of he, wbo't 
a sort of ajantleman. 

Honor. A sort indeed — a bad sort. 

Old M'B, Why, not jantleman bom, 
to be sure. 

Honor. Nor bred. 

OldM'B. Well, there's many that 
way, neither bom nor bred, but that 
docs very well in the worid ; asd think 
what it would be to lire in the big' ehitt- 
gled house> in BaUynavogne, with him. 

Honor, I'd rathar live here, with yon* 
father. 

Old M'JB. Then I thank you kindly, 
daughter, for that, but so would not / 
for you>— -and then the jjiunting-car, or a 
coach, in time, if be could ) He has 
made the proposhal for you in form this 
day. 

Hon9r. And what answer from yoo, 
father? 
. OldM'B. Don't be looking so pale,-^I 
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tould him he had my consint, if he .could 
get yours. — ^And> oh ! before you speak. 
Honor dear> think what it would be up 
and down in Baliynavogue, and every 
other place in the county, assizes days 
and all, to be mistress Gerald O'Blaney. 

Honor. I couldn't but think very ill 
of it, father; thinking ill, as I do, of him. 
— ^Father dear, say no more, don't be 
breaking my heart,— I'll never have that 
man — but I'll stay happy with you. 

Old M'B. Why, then, 1*11 be contint 
with that same j and who wouldn't ? — 
If it's wiiat you'd rather stay, and can 
stay contint. Honor dear, I'm only too 
happy. — {Embracing her — then pausing J 
But for Randal — 

Honor. In what can you fau't him, 
only his being a Rooney ? 

Old M'B. That's all— bat that's 
enough, — I'd sooner see you in your cof- 
fin, — sooner be at your wake to-night, 
than your wedding with a Rooney. — 
'T would kill me.— Cotne, promise me,— 
I'd trust your word — and 'twould make 
E 3 
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me asy for life, and I'd die asy, if you'd 
promise never to have him. 

Honor. Never till you w<Mild consent, 
— that's all I can promise. 

Old MB. Well, that same is a great 
ase to my heart. 

Honor. And to give a little ase to 
mine, father, perhaps you could pro- 
mise— 

OtdM'B, What^ I'll promise no* 
thing at all — HI promise nothing at 
all — I'll promise nothing I couldn't per- 
form. 

Honor. But this you could perform 
asy, dear father.; — just bear your own 
Honor. 

Old M'S. (Aside.) That voice would 
wheedle the bird eff the bash'— and when 
she'd prefar me to the jaunting car, can 
I but listen to her?— (^/owd.) Well, 
what! — if its any thing at all in rason. 
Honor. It is in rason entirely. — Its 

ouly, that if Catty Roooey's 

Old M'B. {Stopping his ears.) Don't 
name her. 
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•Honor. Bat she might be brought to 
rason, father; and if she should be brbaght 
to give up that claim to the bit o*bog of 
yours, and when all differs betwtx' the 
femilies be made up, tlien you would 
consent. 

OUM'B. W4ien Catty Rooneys 
brought to rason ! Oh ! go shoe the gos- 
lings, dear, — aye you'll get my consint 
then. — There's my hand, I promise you, 
I'll never be called en to perform that. 
Honor, jewel. 

Honor. (Kissing his hand.) Then that's 
all I'd ask— nor will I say one word 
more, but, thank you, father. 

Old M'B. {Putting on his coal,) She's 
a good cratur — sorrow better ! sister or 
daughter. Oh I I won't forget that she 
preferred me to the jaunting car: Phil 
shall carry him a shivil refusal — I'll send 
off the money, the three hundred, by 
your brother, this minute — that will be 
some comfort to poor O'Blaney, 

{Exit M'Bride.) 

Honor. Is uot he a kind father then. 
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(He advances and she retires behind the 
door, holding it agaimt him. J 

Honor. Tlien I won't see you this 
month again, if you do. — My hand's 
weak, but my heart's strong, Randal. 

Randal. Then my heart's as weak as 
a child's this minute. — Never fear — don't 
hold against me,Honor, — I'll stand where 
I am, since you don't trust me, nor love 
me, — and best so, may be — I only wanted 
to say three words to you. 

Honor, I can't hear you now, Randal. 

Randal, Then you'll never hear me 
more,— Good by to you. Honor. 

{He pulls the door /o, angrily.) 

Honor. And it's a wonder as it was 
you didn't meet my father as you came, 
or my brother. 

Randal, f Pushing the door a little open 
again). — Your brother ! — Oh, Honor ! 
that's what's breaking my heart — {he 
sighs) that's what I wanted to say to 
you, and listen to me. — No fear of your 
father, he's gone down the road — I saw 
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him as I come the short cut, but he 
didn't see me. 

■ Honor. What of my brother ? — say, 
and go. 

Randal. Aye, go — for ever, you'H 
bid me, when I've said. 

Honor. What ! oh, speak, or I'll drop.' 
—[She Tio longer holds the door, but leajis 
against a table. — Randal advances, and 
looks in, 

Randal. Don't be frighted then, dear- 
est-^Its nothing in life but a fight at a 
fair.— He's but little hurted. 
■ Honor. Hurted! — And by who? by 

you is it? — Then all's over. (Randal 

comes quite in — Honor, putting her hand 

htifare her eyes.) You may come or 

go, for I'll never love you more. 

Randai. I expicled as much ! — Birt 
she'll faint. 

Honor. I won't faint, — leave me, Mr. 
Randal. 

Randal. Take this water from me, — 
{folding a cup) — its all I ask. 
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Honor. No need. — [she sits down) — 
But what's this ? — {seeing his hand bound 

Sandal. A cut only. 

Honor. Bleeding — stop it. — [turning 
frwn him coldh/.) 

Randal. Then by %hts blood — No not 
by this worthless blood of mine< — but by 
that dearest blood thai fled from your 
cheeksj and this minute is coming backi 
Honor, I swear. — {kneeUng to her.) 

Honor. Say what you will, or swear> 
I don't hear or heed you. — And my fa- 
ther will come and And you there — And 
I don't care. 

Randal. I know you don't — and I 
don't care myself what happens me.^— 
But as to Phil, its only a cut in the. 
head be got, that signifies nothing — if 
he was not yoor brother. — 

Honor. Once lifted your hand against 
4iim,^airs over. 

Randal. Honor, I did not lift my 
4iand against Aim, — but I was in the 
•quarrel with his faction. 
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Honor. AmJ this your promise to me 
not to be ID any quarrel \ — No, if my fa- 
ther coasented to-morrow, I'd nirer have 
you now.— (J?w«, OTtd is going— he holds 
her,). 

Randal. Then you're wrong, Honor, 
■^-you've heard all aguast me — ^now hear 
what's for me. 

Honor. X'll'heiH' no more, — let me 

go- 

Randal. Go then,— (Af lets her go, 
and tUTVs away himself.) — ^^^ ^'>™' go>>ig 
before Mr. Carrer. who will hear me, and 
the truth will appear-r- and tbo' not from 
you. Honor, I'll have justice. 

{Exit Randal.) 

Honor. Justice 1 Oh, worse and 
worse! to make all public — and, if once 
we go to law, there's an end of loYC—^or 
ever. [Exit Honor.) 
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SCENE in. 

'O'Blaney's House. 
O'Bleney and Catty Rooney, 

Catty. And didn't ye hear it, Coun- 
shillor? the uproftr in the town and the 
riot? — oh! yoii'd think the world was 
throwing outat-windows.— See my jock> 
all tattered !^Dido-'t ye hear ? 

G'Bla. How could I hear, backwards, 
Ab yott see> from the street, and givenup 
to my business ? 

Catty. Business ! oh ! here is a 600 
business — the M'Brides have driven all 
before thetn, and chased the Roonies out 
of Ballynawjgue.— (/« a tdneof deep de- 
spair) — Oh ! Catty Rooney ! that eVer. 
yon'd-live to see this day ! 

G'Bla. Then take thia glass {offering 
a glass of whiskey) to comfort your heart, 
my good Mrs. Rooney. 

Catty. No, thank you, Counshiltor. 
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its past that even ! oghloghl — obi wir- 
rastrew! — oh! wirraatrew, ogh! — \^fter 
teringiag Iter hands, andyieltUng to a burst 
t^ sorrow and wailing ^ she stands t^^rm- 
fy.) — Now I've ased toy heart, I'll do; 
I've spirit enough left in me yet, you'll 
see — and I'll tell you what I came to you 
for. Counsellor. 

O'Bla. Tell me drst, is Randal Roo- 
□ey in it, and is he hurt? 

Catit/. He was in it — he's not faart, 
more shame for him.— But, howsomever* 
be bet one boy handsomely, that's my 
only comfort. Our faction's all going foil 
drive to swear examinations, and get jufr> 
tice. 

O'Bla. Very proper 1- — very proper, 
swear examinations, that's the coarse, 
and only satislaction in ibese cases to get 
justice. 

Caltt/. Justice! — revenge sore — Ob! 
pevenge is sweet, and I'll have it. — 
Counsellor dear, I never went before 
Mr. Carver — you know him, Sir> — what 
sort is hef ~ 
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XyBla. A mighty good sort of gen- 
tleman — only mighty tiresome. 

Catty. Aye that's whiit I hard — that 
he is mighty fond of talking to people 
ibr their good. Now that's what I dread> 
for I can't stand being talked to for my 
good. 

O'Bla. 'Tis little use, I confess. We 
Irish is wonderful soon tired of goodness, 
if there's do spice of fun along with it,— 
and poor Carver's soft, — and between yon 
and I, he's a little bothered, — bat Mrs. 
Rooney, you won't repate ? 

Catty. Repate I — I — I'm neither 
watch nor repat«r— I scorn both — And 
between yon and I, since you say so, 
Counshillor — that's my cfaiefest objection 
to Carver, whom I wouldn't know from 
Adam, except by reputation. — But its 
the report of the country, that he has 
common informers in his pay and favor j 
now that's mane, and I don't like it. 

O'Bla. Nor 1, Mrs. Rooney. I had 
^perience of informers in the distillery 
line once. — ^Tbe worst varmin that is ever 
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encouraged in &ay house or country'. — 
The very mintion of them olakes me 
creep. alt over still. 

Catty. Then 'tis Carver, they say, 
that has the oil of Rhodium for them; 
for they follow aod fann on him, like 
rats on the rat<catcher — of all sorts and 
sizes, he has 'em. They say, he sets 
them over, and after, one anothet ; . and 
has lations of them that he lets out on 
the craturs' cabins^ to larn how many 
grains' of- salt every man takes with his 
little prates, and bring information if a 
straw would .be Mirrlng. 

O'Bla. Aye, and if it wo^Id, then its 
Carver that wc^uld quake like the aspin 
leaf— I know that. — Its no malice at all id 
him; QRly just he's a mighty great poU 
troon. 

Calfy. Is that all? then I'd pity and 
laugh at him, and I go to him preferably 
to any other magistrate. 

O'Bla, You may, .Mrs. Rooneyr—for 
it'sin terror of his life he lives, conlii)ually 
draming day and night, aiid. croaking 
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of carders and thrashers, and oak boys, 
and white boys, and peep-o'-day boys, 
aad united boys, and ribbon-moi, and 
men and boys of all sorts that hare, uid 
that have not been up and down the 
country since the rebellion. 

Catty. The poor crater I — But in case 
he'd prove refractory, and would not take 
my examinatioqp, — cini't I persecate my 
^shute again tiie M'Brides for the bit of 
the bog of Ballynascraw, Counshillor ?•— 
Can't I karash 'em at law ? 

O'Bla. You can. Ma'am, harash them 
properly. — I've looked over your papers, 
and I'm happy to tell you, you may go on 
at law as soon and as long as you plase. 

Caiiy. (Speaking very rapidly.) ' Bless 
you for that word, Counsellor ;. and by 
the first light to-morrow, I'll drive all 
the grazing cattle, every four-footed 
baast, o£f the land, and pound 'em in BaU 
lynavogoe; and if they replevy, why I'll 
distrain .again, if it be forty times, I will 
go. I'll go on distraining, and I'll ad- 
vertise, and I'll cant, and I'll sell the 
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distress at the end of the eight days. — 
And if they dare for to go for to put a 
plough in that bit of reclaimed bog, I'll 
come down upon 'em with an injunc- 
tion, and I would not value the expinse 
of bringing down a record a pin's pint; 
and if that went again me, I'd remove 
it to the courts above and wilcome ; and 
after that, I'd go into equity, and if the 
Chancillor would not be my friend, I'd 
take it over to the House of Lords in 
London, so I would ag soon as look^at 
'em, for I'd wear my feet to the knees 
for justice,-^soI would. 

O'Bla. That yon would — ^you're an 
elegant lawyer, Mrs. Rooney ; but have 
you the sinews of war ? ^ 

Caltif.- Is it money, dear? — I have, 
and while ever I've one shilling to throw 
down to ould Matthew M< Bride's guinea, 
I'll go on ; and every guinea he parts, 
will twinge his vitals; so I'll keep on 
while ever I've a fiv'-pinny bit, to rub 
on another-!— for my spirit is up. 

O'Bla. Aye, aye, so you say- — Catty, 
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my dear, yoar back's zsy up, bat its asy 
down again. 

Catty. Not when I've been trod on 
as now. Counsellor, its then I'd turn and 
fly at a body, gentle or simple, like 
mad. 

O'Bla. Well done, Catty, (patting her 
en the back). There's my oyn pet mad 
cat — and there's a legal venom in her 
claws, that every scratch they'Jl give shall 
fester so, no plaister in law can heal it. 

Catty. Oh, Counsbillor, now, if yoa 
wouldn't be flattermg a wake woman. 

O'Bla. Wake woman ! — not a bit ctf 
woman's wakeness in ye.' — Oh, my cat- 
o'-cats! — Let any man throw her from 
him, which way he will, she's on her . 
legs, and at him again, tooth and claw. 

Catty. With nine lives, renewable for 
ever. {Exit Catty.) 

• O'Bla. {Alone.) There's a demon in 
woman's form set to work for me ! — Oh, 
this works well — and no fear that the 
Roonies and M'Brides should ever come 
to an understanding to cut me out.--^ 
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Yonag Mr. Ramlal Rooney, myfaninble 
compliments to yon, and I iiope you'll 
become the willow which you'll sood 
have to wear for Miss Honor M'Bride's 
pretty sake. But I wonder the brother 
a'n't come up yet with the rist of her 
fortune. {Calls behind the scenes.)—'-^ 
Mick ? Jack? Jenny ? — where'sPat?— — 
Then why don't yon know ?— ^Rim dowa 
a [Hece of the road towards B^d'yua* 
scraw. — See would you see any body 
coming, — and bring me word would you 
see Phil M'Bride, you know flourishing 

Phil. Now I'm prepared every way 

for the shuperrishor> only I wish to bare 
something genteel in .my fist for him, 
and a show of cash flying abont — nothing 
like it, to daz2Je the eyes. 

[Exit O'Blaoey.) 



END OF ACT II. 
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SCENE I. 

J[n Jpartment in Mr. Carver's Home — 
Mr. Carver seated — a table, pens, ink, 
papet, and law-books. — A clerk, pen in 
hand. — On the right-hand side of Mr. 
Carver, stojids Mrs. Catty Roon^. — 
Randal Rooney beside her, leaning 
against a pillar, his arms folded. — Be- 
hind Mrs. Rooney, three men, one re- 
mirkablt/ tall, one remarkably little. — 
On the left-hand qf Mr. Carver — stand 
Old Matthew M'Bride, leaning on his 
stick} beside him, Philip M'Bride, toith 

his silver-hilled whip in his hand. A 

Constable at some distance behind Mr. 
' Carver's chair.'~Mr. Carver looking 
over and placing his books, and seeming 
to speak to his clerk. 
F 
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*•. Here, plasb your hon'or."- 
Andwhen Mr. CarTer says^ Ballynasdraw, 

o^ Mr M'Brides A(R0, and repiy--^ 

" Here, plase you honor." 

Mt. Carv. [Speaking mth pomposity, but 
embarrassment, and clearing, his- throat' 
frequentbf.) — When I consideT' and look 
round mCj gentlemen,' and wben'I-'loelc 
round me-uid conrider, bow iong a period - 
of time I have had the honkir to bear his 
Majesty's commission of the peace for 
this county. 

Caliy. {Curtsying.) Your honor'^ a. 
good warrant, no doubr. 

Mr. Carv. Hem I — hem ! — also being 
3 residentiary gentleman, at Bob's Fort — 
hem 1 — hem ! — hem ! — (Coughs, and blows 
his nose.) 

Catly. {Aside to her son.) Choaking 
the cratur is, with the v^ords be can't 
get out.^ — [Aloud.) Will I spake now, 
plase your honor ? 
.' Clerk.. .{Cries) Silence! silence) 

Mr. Carv. And when I consider all the 
ineCTectual attempts, I have mode by 
F2 
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eloquence and otherwise, to moralize and 
civilize you, gentlemen, and to eradicate 
all your heterogeneous or rebellious pas- 
sions. ... 

Catty. Not a rebel, good or baH, 
among us, plase your honor. 

Clerk. Silence! 

Mr. Carv. I say, my good people of 
Ballynavogue and Ballynascraw, 1 stand 
here really in unspeakable concern and 
astonishment, to notice at this fair time 
in my barony, these symptoms of a riot, 
gentlemen, nnd features of a tumult. 

Catty. True, your honor, see — scarce 
a symptom of a fature lift in the face 
here of little Charley of Klllaspogbrone, 
with the b'ating he got from them 
M'Brides, who bred the riot, entirely 
under Flourishing Phil, plase your honor. 

Mr. Carv. [Turning to Phil M'Bride.) 
Mr. Philip M'Bride, son of old Matthew, 
quite a substantial roan, — I am really 
concerned, Philip, to see you, whom I 
looked upon as a sort of, 1 bad almost 
said, gentleman. 
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Catty. GmtlentanJ what sort? Is it 
because of the new topped boots, or by 
virtue of the silrer-topped whip, and the 
bit of a .red rag tied about the iroatf 
(throat).— Then a gentleman's asy made 
' aow-a-days. 

Young M'B. It seems 'tis not so asj 
any way now-a-days* to make a gentle- 
womaiiy Mrs. Rooney. 

Catty. (Springing forward at^rihf.')— 
And is it me you ibane, yonng main ? 

SandaL Oh mother, dear* don't be 
aggravating. 

Mr. Carv. Clerk, why don't yojt^ main- 
tain silence? 

Catty. (Pressing htfore her son.)— 
Stand back then, Randal Rooney, don't 
you hcM silence — don'tbe brawling before 
his honor. Go back wid yourself to yonr 
pillar, or post, and fould your arms and 
stand like a fool that's in love, as you are. 
—I beg your honor's pardon, but he's 
my son, and I can't help it.— —But , 
about our examinations, plase your honor, 
we're all come to' swear — here's myself, 
and little Cbarley of Killaspngbrone, and 
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big Brmy of Cloone, and Ulick of EHo- 
gartj-^-alt ready toswesr. 

Mr.Caro. But bare these gentlemen 
no ^tODgnes of their -own. Madam i 

CatUf. No, plase ydnt honor, little 
Charley has no English tongue, -he has 
none but the native Irieh. ' ' 

Mr. Garv. Ctefk, make <>at their tika- 
minations, with a translation and iiHer- 
pretcT for Killaspugbrone. 

Caify. Plase yanr honor, I being t^e 
lady, espicted I'd get lave te swear first. 

Mr. Carv. And what would yon swetf, 
Aifadam, if yon got leare, pFayt*-4e «are- 
f\x\ now. 

Cati^. I'll tell yon how it wks eut 
o^ the fiuie, plase your honor.'— The 
whole Rooney faction—^ 

Mr.Caro. i^acft'im/— Nosuch word in 
my presence, Madam. 

Catbf. Oh, bat I'm icady to swear 
to it, plase your honor, in oront of -the 
presence,— the whole Rooney faction, 
erery Rooney, big or little, that was in 
it, was bet, and banished the town and 
fair of Ballynavogoe, for no rason in 
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life, by them M'Brides there, them scum 
o' the earth. 

Mr. Carv. Gently, gently, my good 
iady, bo such thing in my presence, as 
scorn o' the earth. 

Catty. Well, ScotchmeiT, if your ho- 
nor prefars. — Bat before a Scotchman, 
myself would prefar the poorest spalpeen 
— barring it be Phi), the buckeen — I ax 
pardon, (curtyihg) — if a buckeen's the 
more honorable. 

Mr'.Carv. Irrelevant in toto. Madam ; 
for buckeens and spalpeens are manhera 
or species of men, unknown to, or not 
cognizable by tW eye of the law. Against 
them, therefore, yon cannot swear — bul 
if you have any thing Against' Philip 
M'Bride. 

CtUty. Oh, I have plinty, and will 
swear, plase your honor, that he put nie 
in bodily fear. Mid tore my Jock, my 
blue^A:, to tatters. Oh, by thevartue 
of this book, {snatching up a book) — and 
all the books that ev'^r- were shut or 
opened, I'll swear to the damage of five 
pounds, be the same more or less.' 
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Mr. Can. My good lady, more or las, 
will oever do. 

Catty. Forty shilliogs, any way, I'll 
swear toj and that's a felony, your ho- 
nor, I hope ? 

Mr. Caro. Take time, and consult 
your conscience conscientiously, my good 

lady, while I swear these other mea. 

[She examines the coat^ holding it up to 
view. — Mr. Carver beckons to the Rooaey 
party.) 

Mr. Caro. Beaten men ! come forward. 

Big BHrof. Not beaterij plase your 
honor, only bel. 

Ulick qf Eliogarty. Only black eyes, 
plase your honor. 

Mr. Carv. You, Mr.Charley, or Charles 
Rooney, of Killaspugbrone ; you hare 
read these examinations, and are you 
scrupulously ready to swear ? 

Catty. He is, and will, plase your 
honor, only he's the boy that has got no 
English tongue. 

Mr. Carv. I wish you had none. Ma- 
dam,— ha! ha! ha!— (rAtrftwM'Brides 
iaugb-^ke Etoouies look grave.) You, 



Ulick Rooney, of Eliogarty, are these 
your examinations? 

' Catty. He can't write, nor rade writ- 
ing from his cradle, plase your honor} 
but can make his mark, equal to anothei-. 
Sir. — It has been read to him any way. 
Sir, plase your honor. 

Mr. Carv. And yon. Sir, who style 
yourself big Briny of Cloon — ^you ibink 
yourself a great man, I suppose? 

Catty. Its what many does, that has 
got less rason, plase your honor. 

Mr. Carv. Understand, my honest 
friend, that there is a vast difference be- 
tween looking big and being great. 

BigBritn/. I see — I know^ your honor. 

Mr. Carv. Now, gentlemen, all of you, 
before I hand you the book to swear these 
eKaminations, there is one thing, of which 
Imustwam and apprize you,— that lam 
most remarkably clear sighted: conse- 
quently there - can be no thumb-kissing 
with me, gentlemen. 

Big Britttf. We'ti not ax it,''plase yoDC 
honor. 
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Catty. No Rooney, lirrag or dead, 
was ever guilty, or taxed with tbe like. 
{Aside to her son.) Oh, they'll swear ili- 
gftnt^We'lt flog the world ! and have it 
1^ our own way — oh, I knew we'd get 
JDStice — or I'd know why. 

Clerk. Here's the book, nr, to swear 
complainants. — {Mr. Carver comes /or- 
toard.) 

Mr. Caro. Wait ! — wait, I must bear 
' both sides. 

Catty. Both sides ! oh, plase your ho- 
. nop— only bother you ! . 
- Mr. Caro. Madam, it is my duty 
to have ears for all men — Mr. Philip, 
now for your defence. 

Catty. He bas none in nature, plase 
your honor. 

Mr. Caro. Madam, you have had niy 
ear long enough, be silent, atyoar peri). 

Catt^.- Ogh ! — ogh ! — silent ! 

(iSl^ groans piteous^.) 

Mr. Caro. Sir, your defence, without 
any preamble, or preambulation. 

Phil. I've no defence to make, plase 
your honor, but that I'm innocent. 
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Mr. Care. {Shaking his head.) The 
Worst defence in law, my good friend; 
unless you've witnesses. 

Phil. All present that time in thd fair, 
was too husy fighting for themselve§« to 
witness for me, (hat I was not ; except 
I'd call upon one that Would clear me 
entirely, which is that there young man 
on the opposite side. 

Catty. Oh, the impudent f^llow.-^Is 
it my son ? 

Old M'B. Is it Randal Reoney ?— 
Why Phil, are you turned innocent. 

Phil. I am not, father, at all.— -Bat 
with your lave, I call on Randal Rooney, 
for he is an andeniable honorable* man, 
— I refer all to his evidence. 

Randal. Thank you, Phil.— 1*11 wit- 
ness the truth on whatever side. 

Catty. (Rushes in betioeen them, ex- 
claiming, in a tremendous tone.) — If yo« 
d(^-Gatty Ropney's curse be upon 

Randal. {Stops her vumth, and strug- 
gles to hold his mother back.) Oh, mother^ 
you couldn't curse. 
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All the Roonies get aboii^ her, and »• 
claim. Oh, Catty, your son — you could- 
n't curse ! 

Mr. CaTv. Silence, and let me be heard. 
— fLeave this lady to me, I know how to 
manage these feminine vixens. — Mrs. Ca- 
therine Rooney, listen to me — ^you are a 
reasonable woman. 

Calftf. I am not, nor don't pretend 
to it, plase your honor. 

Mr. Carv. ' But you can hear reason. 
Madam, I presume, from the voice of au- 
thority. 

Catty. No, plase your honor — I'm 
deaf, stone deaf. 

Mr. Carv. No trifling with me. Ma- 
dam, give me leave to advise you a little 
for your good. 

Calfy. Plase yOar honor, its of no 
use — ^from a child up I never could stnnd 
to be advised for my good. See, I'd get 
hot and hotter, plase your honor, till I'd 
bounce! — I'd fly i— I'd burst 1 — and my- 
self does not know what mischief I 
mightn't do. 
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Mr. Carv. CoDstablel take charge of 
this cursing and cursed woman, who has 
not respect for man or magistrate. Away 
with her out of my presence. — I commit 
her for a contempt. 

Handal. {Eagerly.) Oh ! plase your 
honor, I beg your honor's pardon for 
her — my mother — entirely. Whin -she i^ 
in her rason, the has the greatest respect 
for the whole Bench,, and your honor 
above all. — Oh ! your honor, be plasing 
this once I — Excuse -her, and I'll go bail 
for her, she won't say another word, till 
she'd get the nod from your honor. 

Mf. Carv. On that condition only, I 
am willing to pass over the past. — Fall 
back, constable. 

, Catty. (Jside.) Why then, Gerald 
O'Blaney misled me. — This Carver is a 
fauterer of the Scotch. — Bad lutjk to • 
every bone in his body ! — {As Catty says 
this, hcT son draws her back, and tries to 
paci/y her.) 

Mr. Carv. Is she muttaring, constable? 

BandaL Not a word, plase your ho- 
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adr, only jurt telling herself to Be quite 
(quiet). — Oh, mother, dearest^ 111 kneel 
tit plase you. 

Cathf. Kneel ! oh, to an onld woinaii 
like ni&— no standing that! So here, on 
iny hunkers I am, for your sake, Randal, 
and not a word, good or bad ! — Can wo- - 
man do more ? — (She sits with her ^gers 
«n her lips.) 

Mr. Carv. Now for your defence, 
Philip. — be short, for, mercy's sake I — 
(pulling out his watch.) 

Phil. Not to be detaining your honor 
too long.— I was in Ballynarogue this 
Airenoon, and wias jnst — that is. Miss 
Car'line Flaherty was jnst 

Mr. Carv. Miss Caroline Flaherty ! 
what in nature, can she have to do with 
the business ? 

Phil. Only axing me. Sir, she was, to 
play the flageolets, which was the rason 
I was sitting at Flaherty's. 

Mr. Carv. Address yourself to the 
court, young man. 

Phil. Sitting at Flaherty's— taking ta 
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(tea)— in tbe parlor> with the door opeti^ 
«id all the M'Btides which w»s in it was 
in the rootn aalhout, (in Ihe oater room) 
takiBg a toombler a pooch I trated 'em 
to-r-bat not drlnkiag — ^not a man oat o* 
Ike toay—^oher as jtdges (judges) — When 
in comes that gentlewomaD.— (Pom/»i^ to 
Mrs. Rooney. — Randal groans. y—iieYeT 
fear, Randal, I'll tell it as soft as I can. 

OldM'B. Soft, why?— Mighty soft 
cratnr ever since he was bora, plaseyonr 
honor> tho' he's my son. 

Mr. Caro. {Putting kis^nger on his 
UfK.) Friend Matthew, no reflections in a . 
court of justice ever. Go on, Philip. 

PMl. So some one having tould Mrs, 
Rooney lies> as I'm con6dent. Sir,— for the 
come in quite mad, aud abused my 8ist« 
Honor; accusing her, before'all, of being. 
sitting and giving her company to Ran- 
dal Rooney, at Flaherty's, drinking, ami 
something about a ring, and a meeting 
behind the chapel, which I couldn't nn- . 
derstand ; — but it fired rae, and I stepped 
— but I recollected I'd promised Honor 
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Dot to let her provoke me to lift a hand 
good or bad — so I stepped across very 
civil, and I safd to! her, says I, Ma'am, 
its all lies — some one has been belying- 
Honor M'Bride to you, Mrs. Rooney. 

(Catty sighs and groans, striking the back 
oforx hand reiteratedly into the palm 
of the other — rises — beats the devil's 
tattoo as she stands — then claps her 
hands again.) 

Mr. Carv. That woman has certainly 
more ways of making a noise, without 
speaking, than any woman upon earth. 
Proceed, Philip. 

Phil. Depind on it, its dl lies, Mrs. 
Rooney, says T, Ma'am. — No but j^ lie, 
flourishing Phil, says -she. — With that 
every M'Bride, to a man, rises from the 
table, catching up chairs and stools, and 
tobmblers and jugs, to revenge Honor and- 
me. Not for your life, boys, don't Ut-drioe- 
ne'er a one of yees, said I — she's a womaD> 
and a widow woman, and only a scouid from 
her birth. — ^ they held their hands'; bafe 
<be giving tongue bitter, 'taraa hard for 
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flesh and btood to stand it.— Now, for ' 
the love of heaven and me, sit down all, 
and be quite as lambs, and finish your 
poonch like gentlemen, Sirs, said I : — 
so saying, I tuk Mrs. Rooney up io my 
arms tenderly as I would a bould child — 
she screeching and screeching like mad : 
— whereupon her jock caught on the 
chair, pocket-hole or something, and 
give one rent from bead to Jut — and that 
was the tattering of the jock.~So we 
got her to the door, and there she spying 
her son by ill-luck in the street, directly 
itretclies out her arms, and kicking my 
shins, plase your honor, till I conld not 
hold her, — " Murder! Randal Rooney," 
cries she, " and will you see your own 
mother murdered?" 

Randal. Them were the very words, I 
acknowledge, she used, which pot mc 
past my rason, no doubt. 

P/iil. Then Randal Rooney, being 
past his rason, turns to all them Roonief 
that were m no condition, 

Mr. Cerv. That were, what we in 
£pglish would call, drunk, I presume? 
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Randal. Something very near it, ptase 
your honor. 

PkiL iSittiog on the bench outside the 
door they were, when Randal came out ; 
" Up Roonies, and at *em I" cried he; 
and up to be sure they flew, shillelabs 
and all, like lightning, dating blows on 
all of us, M'Brides; — but I never lifted 
a hand; and Randal, I'll dobim justice, 
avoided to lid a hand against me. 

Bondal. And while I live I'll never 
forget that hour, nor tkix hour, Phil, and 
all joar generotu construction. 

Catfy. {Aside.) Why then it almost 
softens me; but I won't be made a fool 
oti. 

Mr. Carv. {Wftokas been re-comidering 
the examinations.) — It appears to me that 
. yon, Mr. Philip M'Bride, did as the law 
allows — only lay hands softly upon com- 
plainant, Catherine Rooney, and the Roo- 
nies, as it appears, struck, and did strike 
the first blow. 

Sandat. I can't deny, plaseyour ho- 
nor, we did. 

Mr, Cdrv. - {Tearing the examinatiom.) 
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Then, gentlemen — you, Roonies — beatm 
mejtf 1 canfiot possibly take your exami- 
nations 

(ff^en the examinations are torn, the 
M'Brides aU bote, and thank his 
- honor.) 

Mr. Catv, Beaten flaen ! depart ia 
peace. 

( TTie Roonies sigh and groan, and <^er 
turtiing their hats several times — bow 
—■<ealk a feat steps awtof — return, and 
: seerh loath to depart. Catty springsfor- 
wardj.holding up her hands joined in it 
sup^cating attitude to Mr. Carrer.) 
' Mandal. If your honor would he piss- 
ing to let her spake now, or sheM hurst, 
may be. 

Mr. tiiWj. S^eaK no\v, woman, and 
ever after hold your tongue. 

Catty. 'Theit I am rasonable now, 
plase your honor—for I'll put it to the test 
' — see Fll'withdraw my examinations en- 
tirely, and I'll recant — and I'll go farther, 
I'll own I'm *rong— (though I know 
I'm Hght)-— fttid I'll beg yonr pardon, 
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M'Brides, if— (but I know I'll not have 
to beg your panloo either) — bat I say I 
mil beg your pardon, M'Brides, if, mind 
iV, you will accept my test, and it fiuls 
me. 

Mr. Care. Very fiiir, Mrs. Rooney. 

Old M'B. What is it she> s&yingf 

Phil. What test, Mrs. Rooney. 

RandaL Dear mother, name your test. 

Catty. Let Honor M*Bride be sum- 
moned, aod If she caa prove she took no 
ring, and was not behind the chapel with 
Eandal> nor drinking at Flaherty's with 
him> the time she was, I give up all. 

Randal. Agreed, with all the plea- 
sure in life, mother. Oh, may I run for 
her? 

Old M'B. Not a fut. yoo Sir— go. 
Phil dear. 

Phil. That I will, like a lapwing, 
fother. 

Mr. Carv. Where to. Sir — where so 
precipitate? 

Phil. Only to fetch my sister. 

Jlir. Carv. Your sister. Sir? — then yoo 



[.3,1. :i-,C(K>tjl>J 



A DRAAA. U? 

need not go far-^yoar sister, Honor 
M'Bride, i8> I have reasoD tobelievei in 
this house. 

Catly. So. — Uiider Irliose proteclion, 
I wonder ? 

Mr- Carv. Under the protection of 
Mrs. Carver, Madam, into whose service 
she was desirous to engage hersdf; and 

whose advice ' 

Clerk. Shall f, ifyoo please. Sir, call 
Honor in ? 

Mr. Carv. If you please. 
fj silence. — Catty stands biting h&r 
thumb. — Old M'Bride sits down, leans 
his chin upon his hands on his stick, 
and nsver stirs, even his eyes — ^Young 
M'Bride looks out eagerly to the side 
at which Honor is expected to enters- 
Ratidal looks otier his Moulder — ei- 
, claims — ) 

Randal. There she comes !-»-Inno- 
cence in alt her looks. 

Catty. Oh ! that we shall see soon. 
No making a fool of me. 
Old M'B. My daughter's step — I 
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Miss oc Madam. Oh, bounce joar fore- 
bead, Randal — truth must out, you've 
put it to the test, Sir. 

Randal. I desire do other for her or 
myself. 

(The father and brother take each ahand 
of Honor — support and sooth her). 

Catty. I'd pity you. Honor, myself — 
only I know you a M'Bride — and know 
you're desaving tne, and all present. 

Mr. Carv. Call that other witness I 
allude to, clerk, into our presence without 
delay. 

Clerk. I shall, Sir. (Exit Clerk.) 

Catty. We'll see ! — We'll see all soon 
— and the truth will come out, and shame 
the dibbil and the M'Brides. 

Randal. [Looking out.) — The man I 
bet, as I'm a sinner 1 

Catty. What? — which? — where? — True 
for ye ! — I was wondering I did not see 
the man you bet appear again ye : and • 
this is he, with the head bound up iu the 
garter, coming — miserable cratur he looks 
— -who would he be ? 

Randal. You'll see all soon, mother. 
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Eiiter Pat Coxe, his head bound up. 

Mr. Carv. Come on->-watk on boldly, 
friend. 

Caily. Pat Coxe I saints above I 

Mr. Carv, Take courage, you are 
under my protection here— no one will 
dare to touch yoa. 

Sandal. [Witkinfinife cotUenqtt.) Touch 
ye! — not I, ye dirty dog ! 

Mr. Carv. No, Sir^ you have done 
enough that way already, it appears. 

Honor. Randal I lyhat, hat Randal 
done this? 

Mr. Carv. Now observe — this Nlr. Pat- 
rick Coxe, aforesaid, has- taken refuge 
with me — for he is, it seems, afraid to ap- 
pear before bis master, Mr. O'Blaney, 
this night, after having been beaten ; tho', 
,as he assures n)e, he has been beaten 
without any provocation whatsoever, by 
you, Mr. Randal Rooney — answer. Sir, 
to this matter i 

Randal. I don't deny it. Sir, I bet 
him 'tis true. 

Pat. To a jelly — withont marcy — he 
did, plase your honor, Sir. 
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Randal. Sir, plsse your honor, I go 
rasoQ to suspect this man to he the 
aatbor of all tbem lies, that was tould 
backwards and forwards to my mother 
about me and Miss Honor M'Bride, 
which made my mother mad, aod driv' 
her to raise the riot, plase your honor — 
I charged Pat with the lies, and he 
shirked, and could give me no satisfac- 
tion, but kept swearing he was no liar, 
and bid me keep my distance, for he'd a 
pocket pistol about him. — •' I don't care 
" what you have about you — ^you have 
« not the truth about ye, nor in ye," 
lays 1, — ** ye are a liar, Pat Coxe," says 
I,— so he cocked the pistol at me, saying, 
that would prove me a coward — ^with 
that I wrenched the pistol from him, and 
bet him in a big passion. — I own to 
that, plase your honor — there I own I 
wBs wrong, [turning to Honor) to demane 
myself lilting my hand any way. 

Mr. Cars. But it is not yet.proved that 
this man has told any lies. 

Randal. If he has tould no lies, I 
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wronged him — speak, mother — (Coze gets 
behind Catty, and twitches her gown,) wai 
it he who was the iofornier, or not ? 

Catty. Nay, PatCoxe. ifyoaliecl, I'll 
not skreen you, bat if yon toutd the 
truth, stand out like a man and stand to 
it, and I'll stand by you, against my own 
son even, Randal, if he was the author 
of the report. In plain words then, be, 
Pat Coxe, tould me, that she. Honor 
M'Bride, gave you, Randal Rooney, the 
meeting behind the chapel, and you gave 
ber the ring<— and then she went with 
you to drink at Flaherty's. 

Honor. (Starting up.) Oh I who couid, 
say the like of me ? 

Catty. There he stands — now, Pat, 
you must stand or fall — will you swear 
to what you said? (Old M'Bride and 
Phil approach Pat.) 

Mr. Carv. This is not the point before 
me; but, however, I waive that objection. 

RandaL Oh mother, don't put him 
to his oath, lest he'd perjure himself. 

Pat. I'll swear — do you think I'd be 
piaking a liar of myself P 
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Honor. Father-^ Phil, dearl-^faear 
me one word. 

Sandal. Hear her — oh hear her — go 
to her. 

Honor, (/m a low voice.) Would yo« 
ask at what time it was, he pretendi 
I wa; taking the ring, and all that ? 

Old M'B. Plase your honor, nrould 
yon ask the rascal what time? 

Mr. Cam. Don't call him rascal, Sii^~ 
no ratal's in my presence.— What time 
did yon see Honor M'Bride behind the 
chapeti Pat Coxe i 

Pat. As the clock struck twelve — I 
mind — by the same token the workmen's 
bell rang as usual; that same time, just 
as I seen Mr. Randal there putting the 
ring on her finger, and I said " there's the 
bell ringing/or a wedding," says I. 

Mr. Carv. To whom did you 8ay that. 
Sir? 

Pat. To myself, plase your honor— 
I'll tell you the truth. 

Horutr. Truth ! That time the dock 
struck twelve and the bell rang, I was 
happily here in this house. Sir. 
G < 



Ca.t::<iMCiOOtjlc 



A DRAMA. 135 

was at Bob's Fort with you — now as she 
could Dot be, like a bird, in two places at 
once — was she with you ? 

Mrs. Caw. Honor M'Bride was with 
me when the workmen's bell rang, and 
when the clock struck twelve this day — 
she staid with me till two o'clock. 

A^th£^(i(imG% J except Catty, exclamr-^ 
Oh, no going beyond the lady's word ! 

Mrs. Carv. And I think it but justice 
to add, that Honor M'Brid^ has this day 
given me such proofs of her being a good 
girl, a good daughter, and a good sister, 
that she has secured my good opinion and 
good wishes for life. 

Mr. Carv. And mine in cons^nence. 
. Bloom. And mine of course. (Honw 
curtsies.) 

(Old M'Bride boms very low to Mr. 

Carver, aTid again to Mrs. Carver — 

Phil bows to Mr. and Mrs. Carver, 

but much lower to Miss Blbomsbury.) 

Old M'B. Where are you now. Catty ? 

— and you, Pat, ye unfortinate liar ? 

Pat. {Falling on his knees.) On me 
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knees» I am — oh, I am an unfortinate liar, 
and I beg your honor's pardon this once. 

Mr. Carv. A most abandoned Har I 
pronounce you. 

Pat. Oh! I hope your*faonor won't 
abuidon me, for Z didn't know Miss 
Honor was under her ladyship, Mrs. 
Canrer's faror and purtection, or I'd 
sooner ha' cut my tongue put clane — and 
I expect your honor won't turn your 
back on me quite, for this is the first lies 
I erer was found out in since my crea- 
tion; and how could I help, when it 
was by my master's particlar desire \ 

Mr. Carv. Your master 1 honest Ge- 
rald O'Blaney I— 

. C<UU/. O'Blaney 1 — save us ! {Lifting 
up her hands and eyes.) 
. Mr. Carv. Take care, Pat Coxe. 
^.Pat. Mr. O'Blaney, Ma'am — plase 
your honor — all truth now — ^the coun- 
shillor, that same and no other, as I've 
breath in my body — for why should I 
tell a lie now, when I've no place in my 
eye, and not a ha'porth to get by it — I'll 
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conress all. — It was by my master's or- 
ders, that I should set you, Mrs. Rooney, 
and your pride up. Ma'am, again' mak- 
ing up with them M'Brides. — 1*11 tell 
the truth now, plase your honor — that 
■was the cause of the lies I mentioned 
about the ring and chapel — I'll tell more* 
if you'll bind Mr, Randal to keep the pace. 

Randal. I f ^ye dirty dog !— Didn't I 
tell ye already, I'd not dirty my fingers 
with the Jikes? 

Pat. All Mr. Gerald O'Blaney's aim 
was to ruin Mr. Randal Rooney, and set 
him by the ears with that gentleman, 
Mr. Phil M'Bride, the brother, and they 
to come to blows and outrage, and then 
' be in disgrace committed by his honor. 

Randal. (Turning to Honor M'Bride.). 
Honor, you saved all — ^yonr brother and 
I never lifled our hands against one ano- 
ther, thanks be to heaven, and you dearest. 

Catty. And was there no truth in the 
fitory of the chapel and the ring ? 

Pal. Not' a word of truth, but lies, 
Mrs. Rooney, dear Ma'am, of the mas- 
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ter's putting into my mouth out of his 
owD head. 

. (Catty Rooney walks ^rmh/ and deU- 
berately across the room to Honor 
M'Bride.) 

Catty. Honor M<Bride> I was wrong ; 
and here, publicly, as I traduced you, 
I ax your pardon before his homM-, and 
your &ther— and your brother— and be- 
fore lUndal — and before my faction and 
his. 

{Both Roonies and M'Brides tUl, ex- 
cepting Old M*Bride, dap their hands 
and hvMsa.) 

Mr. Carv. I ought to reprove this ac- 
clamation — but this once I let it pass. 

Phil. Father, you stud nothing — what . 
do you say. Sir? 

Old M'S. {yever moving.) I say 
nothing at all — I never doubted Honor, 
and knew the truth must appear-~-that's 
all I say. 

Honor, Oh i father dear — more you 
will say — {shaki^ his stick^ently). Liook 
up at me, and remember the promise you 
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gave me, when Catty should be rasoD- 
able— ^od is not she rasonable now ? 

Old M'B. I did not hear a word from 
her about the bog of Ballynascraw. 

Calty. Is it the pitiful bit ? — No inore 
about it] — make crame cheeses of it>-^ 
what care I, 'twas only for pride I stood 
out — not that I'm thinking of now I 

Old M'B. Well then I miracles will 
never cease I — here's one in your favour. 
Honor; so take her, Randal, fortune and 
all — a wife of five hundred. . 

Randal. {Kneeling.) Oh I happiest of 
men, I am this minute, 

Cattj/. I the same, if she had not » 
pinny in the world. 

Mr. Can. Happiest of mm/— Don't 
kneel or go into extacies now, I beg, till I 
know the rationale of this. — Was not 1 
consutted ?— did not I give my opinion 
and advice in favor of another ? 

Old M'B. You was— you did— «plate 
your honor, and I beg your honor's par- 
don, and Mr. Counsellor O'Slaney's. 

Mr. Cars, And did not you gWe your 
G 3 
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consent i — I mast think him a very ill- 
used person. 

Old M*B. I gave my constat only in 
case he could win hers, ptase your honor* 
and he could Tiof — and I could not break 
jay own daughter's heart, and I beg your 
honor's pardon. 

Mt. Carv. I don't know how that may- 
be> Sir, but I gave my approbation to the 
match, and .1 really am not accustomed 
to bare my advice or opinion neglected, or 
controverted. Yet, on the other hand 

Enter a Footman with a note,.whkh he gives 
to Mr. Carver. 

OldM'B. (Aside to VhW.) Say some- 
thing for me, Phil, can't ye— I hav'n't 
a word. 

Mr. Carv. (Rising with a quicker motion 
than usual.) Bless me ! bless me ! here 
is a revolution ! and a counter revolution ! 
— Here's news will make you all in as 
great astonishment as I own I am. 

Old M'B. What is it ? 

BantUl. I'm made for life — I don't 
care what comes. 
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Honor. Nor I,— so it is not to toach 
you, I'm happy. 

Catty. Ohl your honor, spake quick, 
ibis time- — I beg pardon ! 

Mr. Cdrv. Then I have to confess that 
/br once, I have been deceived and mis- 
taken in my jodgment of a man; and 
what is more, of a man's circumstances 
completdy — O'BIaney, 

Old M'B. What of his circamrfa«c«, 
oh! Sir, in the name of mercy ? 

Mr. Carv. Bankrupt, at this instant, sH 
under seizure to the supervisor. Mr. 
Gerald O'BIaney has fted the country. 

Old M'B. Then Honor you are with- 
out a penny; for all her fortune, 5002., 
was in his hands. 

Randal. Then I'm as happy to have 
her without a penny — happier I am to 
prove my love pure. 

Catty, God bless yon for ray own son.. 
— ^That's our way of thinking, Mr. 
M*Bride — yon see it was not for the fojr- 
<nDe. 
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Mr. Can. Your friend that is gone. 

Cath/, O'Blaney ?— 

Sandal. Frind ! He never was frind 
to none — least of all to tusself. 

Catty. Oh! the double-distilled vil- 
lain ! — He toold your honor I was a 
vixeii, and fond of law. — Now would 
yon beliere what I'm going to till yon — 
he tould me of his honor ■ 

Mr. Carv. Of me^ his patron ?— 

Catfy. Of you, his patron. Sir. — He 
tonld me your honor— which is a sland», 
as we sli here can witness, can't we ? by 
his honor's contempt of Pat Coze. — Yet. 
O'Blaney sud, you was as fond anil 
proud of having informers about yon, as, 
a rat-catcher is of rats. 

Mr. Carv. Mistress Catherine Roon^, 
and all you good people, — there is a great 
deal of difference between obtaining in- 
formation, and encouraging common in* 
formers. 

Cat^. Thero is, I'm sinsible. {Aside 
to her son.) Then he's a good magistrate, 
except a little pompous, mighty gopd.. 
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{Aloud to Mr. Carver.) Then I beg your 
honor's pardon for xaj bad behavior, - 
and bad language and till. — TwasO'Bla- 
ney'8 fiiu't'—but he's down, and don't 
trample on the fallen. 

Old M'B. Don't defind CyBIaney.— 
Ob ! the villain, to rob me of all my hard 
anungs. — Mrs. Catty, I thank you as 
much as a heavy heart can, for yon're 
ginerous, and you, Randal, for your 

Randal. Is it for loving her, when I 
can't help it — who could ? 

Old M'B. [SightTig deepbf.) But still 
it goes against the father's heart to see 
his child, his pride, go. pennyless out of 
fats house. ■ 

Phil. Then, Sir, father dear, I have 
to. tell you, she is not pennyles9.-^But I 
would not tell you before, that Randal 
and Catty too, might shew themselves 
what they are. Honor is not pennytess, 
the three hundred you gave me to lodge 
with O'Blaney, is safe here. — {Opening 
his pocket book.) — When I was going to 
him with it as you ordered, by grmt 



Ca.t::<iMCiOOtjl>J 



A DRAMA. \SS 

luck, I was stopped by this very quarrel 
and riot in Ballynavogue: — he was the 
original caase of kicking np the not, and 
was summoned before yoor honor,— and 
here's the money. 

OidM'B. Oh! she's not pinnyless! 
Well, I never saw money with so much 
pleasure, in all my long days, nor could 
I think I'd ever live to give it away with 
half so much satisfoction as this minute 
I here give it. Honor, to Randal Rooney 
and you : — and bless ye, child, with the 
man of your choice, v/ho a mine now. , 

Mrs. Carv. {dside tcf Afr. C^ryer.) 
My dear, I wish to invite all these good 
people to a wedding dinner ; but really 
I am afraid I shall blander in saying their 
names — will you prompt me ? 

Mr. Carv. {Aside to Mrs. Carver.) 
Why really I am not used to be a 
prompter ; hQWever, I will condescend to 
prompt you, Mrs. Carver. {He prompts^ 
tohile she speaks.) 

Mrs. Carv. Mr. Big Briny, of Cloon, 
Mr. Ultck, of Etiogarty, Mr. Charley, of 
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Killaspagbrone, and you, Mrs. Catty 
Roooey, and you, Mr. M'Bride, senior, 
and you, Mr. Philip M'Bride, no longer 
Nourishing PkU; since you are now all 
reconciled, let me have the pleasure of 
giving you a reconciliation dinner, at the 
wedding of Honor M'Bride, who is an 
honor to her family, and Randal Rooney, 
who BO well deserves her love. 
77k M'Brides and Roooies join m the 
cryqf 

Long life and great luck to your lady- 
shipf that was always good. 

Mr. Carp. And you comprehend that 
I beg that the wedding may be celebrated 
at Bob's Fort. 

All join in crying 

Long may your honor's honor reign 
over us in glory at Bob's- Fort. 

Catttf. {Cracking hei'^ngers.) A fig 
for the bog of Ballynascraw I^Now 'tis 
all Love and no law I 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I. 

Jjsird Courtington's House.— An Anti- 
chamber. 

PopkiQ> stretched in an Arm-chair, lookiTig 
over a Newspaper, 

Pop. {Reads) " Wants a sitiation as 
" footman, — ^young man undeniable good 
" character." — " Wants a sitiation as 
•• own man." — " Own man and butler — 
" character bear strictest scrutiny — ho- 
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** nesty and sobriety." — Some low fellovr. 
— " No objection to look after a borse, or 
** to go beliind a carriage,— no objection 
*' to town or country." {Risingt throws 
the paper from him.) — " No objection !" 
— ^Kow tbis is tbe way masters and mis- 
tresses is spoilt and set up by these pitHiil, 
iamisbing, out of place rascals, tbat make* 
no objection to nothing. — Well, thank 
my stars and myself, I'm none of your 
wants-a-sittation scrubs. 

ErOer Kagrave. 

JBla. How are yon, Mr. Popkin ?— 
Do you know where is Mr. Beauchamp, 
or Mr. St. Albans? 

Pojo. Not I. — I reckoned they was in 
tbe stables with you. - 

Bla. No, they ha'n't been wi* me yet, 
and I must see master, about his horse 
Cacafogo. 

Pop. Harkee, Blag. ! — a word with 
you. — [Holding out his hand.) Touch 
there. Blag. — Shake hands upon it, — draw 
together coachy, and we two will have 
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it all oar own way, above and below 
stairs. 

JBla, They say these St, Albans's ii 
rolliag in gold. 

Pep. Aye> quite a West Indian na- 
bob, that the mother has broiight over to 
us here for edication. 

JBIa. And we'll teach him a thing or 
two. — If he puts up his horses with us, 
there will be fine doings, I warrant. 

Fop. And there'll be a brare matj6h 
for Miss Juliana in due. course ; and 
meantime he and . our Mr. Beauchamp 
will be cutting a fine dash abouttown,. 
for this minor's to hare a swinging ^ 
lowance — may play away as he pleases, 
if my lord's acting guardian. — This guar- 
dianship will be a pretty penny, I war- 
rant, in my lord's pocket, who, be- 
tween you and I, wants a. ready penny 
as bad as any one man in the house of 
Lords, or Commons either. 

Bla. Then that's a bold, word. Pop, 
but I believe you're not much out : — tbe 
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tttif for that. — ^When's my lord to be Bp 
from Newmarket ? 

Pop. I cao't sayt— they expect him 
to day ; and for sartin, I know my lady's 
on thorns till he comesifor fear this 
young heir should slip through their 
fingers. 

Bla. Slip 1 — ^why, how can he slip ? — 
Ha'n't my lord the reins in his own 
hands ?— 4*n't he guardian by law ? 

. Pop. A word in your ear. ^There's 
two on the box, and its who shall drire* 
and which shall get the whip-hand— plain 
Englisbf^there's two guardians by the 
wiH. 

Bla. Two guardians 1 — by the laws 
that may make a difference ! — I never 
heard that afore. 

P(^. Why, man — what ailed yonr 
ears yesterday at dinner^ when that was 
all the talk? 

Bla. My ears ! — Why, there was such 
a cursed din o'kaires and forks, and clat- 
ter o'plates, and a bore of a woman 
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'bawling at md for some thing, just in the 
nick i — but how is it to be ?— come, tell a - 
man. 

jP(jjft. Why, that's to be seen to-day. 
The two guardians ^pointed by the will is 
my lord and Old Onslow. 

Bla. That's the country gentleman^ 
that's just come up to Town. — But who's 
to cbnse the gnardiao, I say i- — 
Pop. The m6ther. 
Bla. The mother! Ws. St. A)bans> 
that's here? — she looks mighty quiet, 
'as quiet is a mouse. Suppose now, she 
should chuse the son to ^ive in fhe coun- 
try with Old Onslow. 

Pop. Suppose the Vnoon was made 
of cream cheese .•^—Whoever heard of a 
woman's chusing to live in the country, 
that was her own mistress, and had a 
fortih to live in town. 
Bla. Yon knows best. 
Pop. I do know best, to be sure. — 
Besides, look at me, honest Blag. 

Bla. Well, Mr. Popkin, for sarlain 
sure you be main ciever^tio-doors work; 
H 
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-—but I must find waster 3eiiuchftiap 
about Cacafogo. {Rafping at the t^Ky.) 
And there bees a double rap for you. 

{Exit Blagrave.) 
Pep. Double knock ! — let 'eta nutrr- 
teach 'em patieoce,— but wher^'s tbat 
black boy of Mr. St. Albaq^'—tbat Oaa- 
co !— W^iat has be got to dp, ja4he 'vftr- 
sal world, .but answer tbe '4cK>,r .for -me ? — 
I don't know rightly what jto make of 
that fellow, with the big wfa^es of his 
cyeB.moTJing aboajt lo quick. 

(Exii flopJcinO 
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SCENE II. 

-Lady Courtington's Back Drawing- 
Soom. 

Joliana, running ooer the Keys of the Pi- 
ano-Forte, 

Juliana, iJSittgiy^.) 

•*tbe firft time «t the locAiBg-gliH, 
" T)k w^tvt KtB her'dMghtier ; 

" The image atrikes the smiling laic, 
" With *elf>love ever after." 

(Rising and coming forward, rt^ats) 

" The firat time at the Icx^ng-glus, 
" The modwr lett her daaghier." 
How vastly good, and vastly stupid 
that daughter was, to wait till her mo- 
ther set her at the looking-glass. Had 
girls no eyes in those days } — My maiaiiia 
sighs, and says, iq her raoralising tone, 
** Beauty is such a dangerous thing for 
youT^ girls,"— i\i9X it ou^t to be kept 
only for old women, I suppose. Then 
while she is dressing me — no, while she 
H 2 
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Jul. No, this thing about yoor Deck 18 
horrid— I'Jl make it right. 

Beau. Handsoffl — not foryoar life. 

Jul. As yon please j but I assure 
you, you are all wrong. 

£eau. AH right 

Jul. At Eton, may be, but not in 
Lon'oD, I can tell you. 

Seau. You can tell me ! — and how 
should you know, when you are not mU 
yetf 

Jul. But I suppose I're eyes, tho' 
I^m not out ; and, my dear Beauchamp, 
consider^ I saw the duke of Beltrarers 
but yesterday. 

Beau. Very likely, my darling. — But 
to settle your miad at once, this is the 
way Blagrave wears bis.— This is the 
knowing toncb— the more like your 
coachman, the more like a gentleman.. 

Enter Popkin. 

Fop. Mr. Licbenschwartz, Ma'am^ 
Beau. Mr. who the dence is it P 
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Jid. OdIj one of tuf dozen maAers, 
brother. 

Pop. The little pi^-faced fellow. Sir, 
the dirty fellow as you wondered to meet 
t'other day on the stairs, with the. weeds 
Mid stones in the blue handkerchief. 

Beau. What in heaven do ' yon do 
with that fellow, Ju ? 

Jul. Oh ! brother. Professor Von 
IJQbenschwartz is a very ftuqous maof— 
he dines with the duke of Beltravers, — 
and he. teaches me and the Miss Miochius 
niiieritlogf , «nd botsny , and chemistry, 
twice a wee&. 

Pop. Shall I let him in. Ma'am} 

Jul No, no— not to day.— Qjre him 
a ticket, Popkia, and sead him off ;— ^at 
don't let mamma see yoa. Tell him I've 
a horrid bead-ache j — bnt don't let mam- 
ma hear yoa. 

p0p. Certainly not. Miss— K>f course. 

JuL Slav, Popkin. — Upon second 
thoughts yon must not give him a ticket, 
for he is such a fool : — be tdld mamma 
once when he got a ticket, without my 



Ca.t::<iMCiOOtjlc 



A DBAHA. 151 

takiBg t^ Intoii— «o DO ticket, Popki't^, if 
yoa oair get rid of him -without- it. 

Pop. Triut me foi* that, Miesj — I 
pretty well knows how to deal with thaa 
pedestrftin philosophers. 

{Exit Vo'g^tif.afier'makii^.a' pirouette.) 

Beau. Popkiti is^uite a wit, I think. 

Jul. The cleverest creature ! — I doat 
know wliat I oould hara ,debe .without 
hHD.— Oh] broAeb-, you who hare |»een 
^ibg- on just 4b you ^ease aO Etotf, 
driving tsttdesw, and linking durai- 
pagne, and giving suppnB awl bmfc- 
hst9. . ■ 

Beau. Nota hene !-^Eighteen di&r- 
mt ieesy atiay take^catre sappery as Fm 
annner! 

Jid. A sinner, indeed !— ^«did Jinir am 
I 

Beau. A saint, I suppose \ 

Jul. A martyr at all events.— Yoo 
have no notion what I have been going 
through all this time here at home in this 
course of education — a master for every 
hour, and sometimes two in one hon;. 
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Beau. Faitfa. that's too bad!— to Mt 
'em ridiog double on your boars ! — Bat 
, why dido't. ye kick, or take a salk, or- 
grow rus^t as Blagrave says.. 

Jul. No use in kicking. — Sulky T 
was* as ever I conld be, but thea some- 
bow tbey' coaxed and flatteisd me oot, 
6/ it. 

Beau. Aye, flattery! — not a woman or - 
a girl that ever was bom caa stand flat- . 
tery, so they had.you there, Ju !■ — Hey? 
— a&d the bear that has danced, is Ja. 
chains for ever. - 

Jul. That is the misery ! Oh, if it had 
not been for Popkio, who taught me to 
slip out of my chains,. I must have died 
of the confinement. 

Beau. Famous wife yon'tl make, Ja 1: 
— Capital hand you'll be at bamboozlii^ 
a husband, when you've had such prac- 
tice. 

Jul. La I now don't you say that, 
Beauchamp— don't yousay that, or you'll 
make the young men afraid of me. 

Beau. Well, I won't tell St. Albany. 
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JuL (^aiing rapidfy.) And upon 
my word and honor, now, brother, 
I do exactly what I know mamma in 
ber heart wishes j ^r you don't think 
mamma cares one Btraw> in the bot- 
tom of her heart, about chemistry, 
and botany, and mineralogy, and all 
that sort of .stuff; only because 'tis fa- 
shionable I must have masters, just as 
for Italian, and French, and drawing, 
and music, and dancing — and, except 
dancing, what womaa but lays it all aside 
as soon as ever ^he is married ? — (Bean- 
champ itods:) — And mamma knows that, 
in her conscience, as well as you and I 
do. — (Beancbamp nods again.) — But in 
the mean time mamma, (who is the best 
of mothers): 

Beau. In a parenthesis — take breath, 
Ju. 

JuL No occasion — mamma, I say, 
wishes me of course to have the name of 
knowing every thing that's fashionable; 
50 I must have all the expensive masters, 
which I'm very sorry for — and they must 
H3 
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be paid, which she' i-s very sorry for— ^ad 
at which papa is .very angry. 

Beau. I 6&ct't douM him— fathers al- 
waiya are horrid, wheo it comes to money. 

Jul, Bat after al!, where is St. Al- 
bans ? 

Beau. Faith! — I don't know — I want 
him about a horse. . 

JuL And we shall want him here 
immediately, as soon as M. le Grftad 
comes, to practise the ballet and qaadrille 
with me. 

Beau. Quadrille ! — Aye, that's like 
you girls, who always think a young 
man has got nothing to do, bat to dance 
his legs off with you. 

Jul. And full as agreeable, I should 
think, as drinking his head off with yon, 
gentlemen, or risking his neck riding 
wicked horses. I declare, brother — (m a 
seniimental iojie)— it makes me quite ner- 
vous to see St. Albans mount that horrid 
Cacafogo of yours. 

Beau. Ju! I bar sentiment about 
Cacafogo.^Not a word at your peril 
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sf^Ust Gac«f<^3»— <$oD't 70U sppfl my 
market, or I'll spoil yours. 

/lU. TTtat yott might not find qaiie so 
easy, brother — Recollect that St. Albam 
is passioBatdy food of daofiiog, and al- 
ways daoces with me. 

Beau. Don't be cock-a<hoqp, my ao- 
gel. — Passionately fond of dancing — don't 
trust to that, Ju. — St. Albans is passion- 
ately fond of every thing by turns : — on 
horseback, passionately fond of horses — 
with the dogs, yoa'd think he'd go mad ; 
— OD the box, Blagrave's his king : — driv- 
ing 1 yoa'd think he'd drive to thed 1. 

— ^^No such thing } next hour, down on 
the floor in the study, passionately fond 
of a book — mad about.tbe classics. 

Jul. The classics ! 

Beau. Aye, they not having been 
flogged and drummed into him, the fellow 
falls into transports with Homer and Ho- 
race, and all the old school-books, wher- 
ever he meets with them. And while 
that fit's on, he'd fall down and worship 
any old rum-tutor, that came in his way; 
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— 'tis theo those OdsIows are all tJie 
dandies. 

Jul. What can he find to like in the 
Onslows? — for tho' of a good family, 
they are seldom in town, mamma says. 

Beau. And in the country they don't 
keep hounds even — and as to Arthnr 
Onslow, the son, he's an odd fish, tha* 
he sits a horse well enough — but I do 
believe the father and son have but one 
horse between them, and that no great 
shakes,— and young Onslow don't dfire, 
— to say, drive ; — and he won't play bil- 
liards, tho* I know he can, — and he don't 
bet — and he's never in a row : — so what 
the fun of him is,- 1, can't for the soul o r 
blood of me see or say. 

. Enter Popkin. 
Pop. Mr. St. Albans isjust come in. 
Jul Oh, then, if M. le Grand would 
come, we could have a waltz before the 
Miss Minchins come. 

Beau. And then for Cacafogo \ 

{Exit Beauchamp.) 
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Pop. Misa CoartiogtOD ! one word, it 
you please. 

Jul. {Turning back with a look ef 
•oexatxfm.^ Well I— don't stop me noir> 
Popkio. 

Pap. Only Ma*am, to know what I 
sball do with that Widow Beaucbamp, 
' Miss P She was here half an hour aga, 
with the lessons for the harp. 

Jul. Why, couldn't you tell her the 
harp is so out of tune, and the strings so 
broke, I couldn't possibly take a lesson. 

Pep. So I did. Ma'am — but she said 
she had strings with her o' purpose, and 
she offered to tune it, but 

Jul. But in short you sent her away ; 
and what signifies keeping ,me now, 
Popkin ? 

Pop. Only, Ma'am, that she'll call 
again in half an hour, aud I must re'lly 
knaw what to say, for she's so difficult to 
deal with J being a sort of relation of my 
lady's, she has such a manner with her — 
I can't so well shut the door in her face. 
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/u/. But cirilly to be Sure, you .gire 
her a ticket. — She is no relation of oan, 
only a connexioa or god-dadghter of 
mamma's of somebody's — but that 
wouldn't prevent her from taking a 
tidcet like other people. 

jPtijE*. Indeed, Ma'am, Trhaterer ailed 
her, she would not touch the ticket, wttli- ■ 
out giving the lesson, she said. 

JuL Then she may let it. alone, that's 
all. (Going angrih/.) 

Fep. (FolUnemg.) Yes, Ma'am, if that 
was ait — bat she is always talkingabout 
alt my lady's owing her ibr them years* 
lessons on ttie harp. 

Jvi. Well, you must speak to mamma 
about that. 

Pop. My lady won't hear of it. Ma'am. 

Jul. And how can I help that? — 
Pray don't keep me any longer, Ibtening 
to what I can't possibly help. (Going 
hastify.) 

Pop. (FoUawing.) That's what I say. 
Ma'am, — but — but she says she mut see 
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and speak to yon. Miss, about the music 
she copied for you, as sfae never has been 
paid for. 

Jvl. Dear, how slrnhby ! to speak of 
such a trifle. 

Pop. So I tell her, Ma'am — and she 
a gentlewomaa bom». tt'j quite a sbame. 
— Bot distre^ doet bving people so low. 

Jul. La ! how disagreeable. 

Pop. And . ^e BBy« her ohildreu's 
starving. 

Jul. Starving 1— nonsense— that's the 
old story, like any common beggar- 
woman.— I'm sure Mrs. Beaucbamp 
ought to be ashamed. — I can't stay any 
longer now — Is St. Albans in the dancing- 
room ? {Exit Juliftua.) 

Pop. {AhM^) So much for the Widow 
Beaucbamp !-~If ever I patronise a widow 
again 1 — >— , {Exit Popkin.) 
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SCENE III. 

Halt — Lord Courtinglon's. 

Enter St. A\ha,Ds, foUoated In/ Quaca. 

St, Alb. Well, Q.uaco> how do yon like 
Englaod f — How do you like London } 

2uaco. London very fine» Mascal — 
Quaco like England very mnch, Massa. 
— Very good country, England. — No 
whip for de slave,— nor no slare no where.. 

St. Alb. True. — No slaves in England. 
From the moment that you touched 
English ground, Q,u8co, you ceased to 
be a slave. 

3uaco. Me ! — Quaco ? 

St. Alb. You, Q.aaco— you are as 
free this moment as I am. 

Qxiaco. {Clapping his hqpds and caper- 
ing.) Free 1 free ! Quaco? — But no, Massa 
— (CAangw^ fiis tone, and kneeling to his 
master) — me will be Massa's slave alway. 

St. Alb. My servant, henceforward — 
not my slave. Now if you stay with me. 



C3.l:.-:i:.,C.OOtjl>J 



A DRAMA. Ifil 

ft is from choice. — ^You may go when* 
and where you please — you may chnse 
another master. ' 

Smoco. Quaco never have no other - 
nassa. — Good massa — love him — kind to 
Qnaco, from time leetle piccinini boy. — 
Oh, let Quaco stay wtd massa. 

St. Mb. Stay, and welcomci my faith- 
ful fellow, — but remember you- are at 
liberty. And here» Quaco, look at this 
little scarlet purse~~it has my name 
marked on it — ^yoar mother marked it 
for me.^ — It contains, — what do- you think 
it contains i- 

Quaco. Giold guinea,. Massa, me tink 
me see peeping. 

St. Mb. All the money yon have 
earned; Quaco, — the price of that pro- 
vision ground, at which you used to work 
so hard, in every hour you had to your- 
self. — I told you, that if you trusted to 
me, and if you would come to England 
with me, you should not lose the raloe- 
of your former labor.. 
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" Indian Obt^i wicked art, 

" Sicken elow poor negro'a heart ; 

" English Obte makes the slave 

" Twice be youDg, and twice be brave. 

" Quick the magic, strong the pov'r — 
" See man changing in an hour ! 
" For the day that makes him free, 
" Double worth that man shall be. 

" Massa, grateful Quaco do 
" Twice the work of slave for you ; 
" Fight for M'assa twice as long ; 
"Lore for Maasa twice ar strong."— 

Xi>Te Biassa ! yes— Quaco never fo.rget 
how ha look when he say Quaco free — 
aiMi here— ohi goo4 tt^^-^^puMing his 
Ut&e^ purse from kis &oa»n'.)-^bte.owii 
little scarlet purse — all |br Quaoo !— ^ 
Qaaco's own I — Quaco earn all this I — (ke 
t^>em the purse, and begins to count the 
money.) One, two, — dearmassa! — three, 
four, five, six, seven — no, me never throw 
away dese, massa. {A callbehind thescenes 
^Quaco, Quaco!) — Quaco coming.-— 
(Quaco gathers his monei/ together.) 
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Enter Popkiii. 

Pop. Hey, Q,uaco. — What ar't about ^ 
— Gold ! — what's all this } 

SUtaco. Little parse — little money good 
massa give Quaco. {Puis the purse hastih/- 
in his bosom.) 

Pop. {Aside.) More fool he I {Aload.) 
Well — massa, as you style him, desires 
yoa'll take yourself aod your tambarioe 
in to the ladies,, to play for them — they're 
dancing. 

Siuaco. Tambarine I — me ruD> — me 
play for massa. {Exit Quact^.] 

Pop. And I've a mind to take a lesson, 
from M. le Grand myself. {Exit Popkio*. 
practiswg steps.) 



IND OF ACT U 
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SCENE I. 

Lsdjf Couriington's Drawing Boom, 
X(irfj/CoartingtMH*-JuU»n»— Beauchamp 
—St. Albans— M. le Grand, the dan- 
cing-master—Datu:ers~-Q,u&co playing 
on the tambarine. The young peo^ are 
dancing. 

M.leGr. {Beating time.) AiiX)NS! 
Eh! Ah!— Bah! Boni— C'avabien! — i 
inerreille ) 

Lady C. '{tjMking on through her glass, _ 
■and at convenient pai^ses exclaitning) Very 
well, St. Albans !^Va6tly well ! tho' you 
'don't think so. — Charming Miss Min- 
«bin ! — Quite a sylph, Miss Cat'rin! — 
{The dance Jinishes. — St. Albans otm^ Juli- 
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ana come forward towards Lady Cour- 
tington.) Not amiss, I declare, Juliana \ 

St. Alb. Not amiss ! — Oh, Lady Cour- 
tingtoD, how cold! — Jaliana dances di- 
vinely; but you are her mother, and can't 
say so. 

Lady C. I protest I say all I think. — 
Juliana certainly did better just now than 
usual. — ^There is a great deal in having a 
good partner} when she is please^l with 
her partner, I have' (d)served she has 
S^se spring. — Miss Mttichin> won't yob 
take some refl'eshmente.-:-! fancy yon 
will find something here. — Miss Cat'rin 
— Captain Mardyke, you always take 
luncheon'. — Juliana, my dear, you know 
what the Miss Minchins like. (Looktrtg 
to a table where rt^eshments are laid out.) 

Jul. Dear mamma, the Miss Min- 
chins are quite at home here, you know ; 
and I am so dying* with heat — I hope 
there's ice ? — {St. Albans goes eagerly for 
nfreshmentsfor Juliana, while Lady Conr- 
tington speaks to the dancing-master^ and 
leads him bowing to the table — Zady Court- 
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iBgt09 returns tckile St, Albans is setting 
a chair/or Juliana, emd presenting iceto 
her. — Beanchamp. statufing by, devouring 
sandwiches — Juljana sinks on her seat.)—^ 
JtU. So fatigued I am I quite fagged I 
Lady C. So atteotive, so polite, so 
gaUfuit as St. Albans oiwayA is — ^I own I 
^o like that. 

Beau. Confoundedly uafiuhiondidsl 
Bat he'U 1^ cured of fdJ that by the 
tipie he has run a .season in Lon'on. 

JuL Yei, young m6u of the too, 
brother, are such absolute bears, thinking 
of nothing fr<Hn raoraing till night but 
themselveB i one could no more think of 
feUiog in Jove vfilh »ck selfish crea< 
tureS"*- 

Beau. And lyho wantB *em to &1] in 
loTe, Ju i — Or who's ever thinking of foi- 
ling in love, now-a-days ? 

St. AU>. Who } — Every man who has 
any feeling or sense. — Hovr can he help 
it? 

Jul. This ice is so refreshing I 
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Latbf C. Ice !— My love ! — Is it pot^ 
sible you are taking ice after dasciDg? 

Jul. When Mr. St, Albans broagiit H 
to me, how could I refuse it P 

Ladif C Oh I St. Albans ! wonld you 
kill her f 

St. AU. {Witk eagey and tender alarm.) 
— Juliana, don't touch ftny more, I 
beseech you ! — let me take it from you. — 
[Taking the glass Jrom Juliana, and giving 
it fy) fieauchamp.] — Beaacbamp I will 
you take this glass, while I fon Juliana. 

Bean. (Takes the glass ungraciousfy-' 
reluctonthf moves to set it down on a tablCy 
and sai/s, — -aside.) " While you fan Jn- 
liana," — say rather, while you make a 
fool of yourself! 

Lady C. St. Albans, I bm so mUch 
obliged to yon for desiring your little 
Q,uaco, who is really a favourite of 
mine, to play on the tambarine; — ^you 
think of every thing, St. Albans — senti- 
ment always has a good memory — the 
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wfftaonf qf the heart, as somebody said. 

{While St. Albans fans Juliana, ijidy 
Courtingtoa looks back to the table of 
rtfreshments^ where the Miss Min- 
chins <ire standing.) 

Ladif C. Beaucbamp ! — the Miss MiQ> 
Chios, my dear. 

Beau. The Miss Mincbins, Ma'am ?— 
I'm quite done ap, I hope you've taken 
care of yonrselres, Mardyke — Cartaret, 
there's champagne. 

Lady C. I hope yonVe every thing? 
Just give a look, Beauchamp. 

Beau. {ToLadyC.) Where's Popkin, 
1 wonder?-^ Why don't you make him 
wait on these occasions, Ma'am ? 

Zjidy C. Here is Popkin — one would 
think be had heard yon. 

Snler Popkin. 

Beau. Popkin, do wait : — see if those 
ladies want any thing, do. 

Pep. [Without stirring.) Yes, Sir, im- 
mediately i but if I could speak a word 
to Miss Couitington 
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LadifC. To Julianal-^-p-Mademoi^etlele 
Blanc, Ihe dress-maker, may be-^I know 
ber time's precious— ^Hit for mey iell her 
I Imow she'll be so very kind to- vait, — 
'shew her into my. dressing room. 

Pop. 'Tisnot thedress^maker, Ma'-am^ 
it is one who wants to speak a ipord with. 
Miss Conrtiogton in private.^ 

Beau. In private, Ju I->^t. Albans ! 
^t's yonr cue to look jealous, and faith 
I think he's up to that already. 

St. AU>. Pshaw ! — Beauchamp. 

(St. Albans retires to the Miss Minchins.) 

/u/. Nonsense, brother 1 — [rising.) 
Oh 1 munma, I know who it is, — I dare 
say that odious eternal widow Beau- 
champ. 

Quaco. [Advances tmthout being no- 
ticed, and listens.) Ah, me I poor widow! 

Lady C. Mercy I Popkin, Why did 
you let her in? — Well, Juliana is dan- 
cing you see, and cannot possibly take a 
lesson on the harp now. — Mrs. Beau- 
champ, {lookit^ at ha' xvatch) is half an 
hour beyond her time, full 1 — she should 
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be more punctual^ — >that's all you hare 
to say, Popkin. 

Pop. {Going close vp to Juliana, and 
whispering.) Bat> Miss, I can't get her 
out of the house; she won't go witbout^ ' 
at least, the money from you for the 
music. 

Lady C. What's alt that, Juliana ?— 
What is all this, Popkin ? 

Mitt C. Nothing, mamma — nothing 
at all, but that Mn. Beauchamp is the 
most troublesome creature about the least 
trifle. — \iyou could settle with her, mam- 
ma, shout the two years* lessons on the 
harp. 

LadyC. Impossible now — when my 
lord comes to town, — she may call again 
next week; — Monday; tell her j — give her 
this answer, and send her away, Popkin. 
— Troublesome ! ungrateful woman ! — 
When I recommended her to Lady Min- 
chin, and the Duchess of Beltravers.— 
Well, Popkin ! — What is he waiting for, 
Juliana? 



[.3,l:-:io,GoOtjl"C 



172 THE TWO GUARDIANS; 

Jul. Dear Ma'am, nothing, only the 
music she copied for me, ages ago — La ! 
Popkin, do get rid of her without my 
seeing her. 

Pop. I declare to goodness. Ma'am; 
I've done niy best. — But, Ma'am, she's 
taking on so, and Lady Minchin's ser- 
T'ants within hearing, and that black, — 
(Quaco turns awmf, appears not to be lis- 
tening,) that there black even, who was 
below, was ready to cry like a fool, 
as he is, when she talked of her children 
starving, — so all the scandal being fall- 
ing on me, I was put to a non-plush. 
Ma'am. 

Jul. Her children starving .' Oh, that's 
shocking if it's true — you never told me 
a word of that before, Popkin. 

Pop. I did, indeed. Miss — this morn- 
ing. 

Quaco. {Aside) Ha! Miss! — ^youhear 
dat? 

Jul. If you did, I forgot it.— Popkiu. 
tell Clarke to send me my ridicule } I've 
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a notioD I've notes there that will do. — 
Stay, Popkin — Mademoiselle Le ^aac 
pron»sed 

Lady C. Never mind. — Go, Popkin, 
tell Clarke to bring the ridicule — pay 
Mrs. Beauchamp, Juliana, and have done 
with her. — {Exit Popkin, wiik his usual 
pirouette. — Lady Courtington turning to 
the rest qf the compa^.) — M. Le Grand, 
you were talking of some charming 
French artificial flowers — do let the Miss 
Miochins have a look at them. — {Bettim- 
ing to Juliana, andspeaking in alowvoice.) 
I.amsnre I thought, Juliana, you had 
paid Mrs. Beaucbamp long ago. 

Jul. And I thought, mamma^ that 
you had settled with her for the harp- 
lessons, — so that made my conscienct 
quite easy. 

Lady C. Well ! say no more abopt it 
now — all this whispering will seem odd. 
There are the Miss Minchins, and Cap- 
tain Mardyke standing up, wondering 

and Beauchamp is so impatient, he*il 
blurt oat something. 
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Jul. He knows nothing — that's one 
comfort. 

Lady C. And here comes St. Albans 
lumselfi — Cleave the ridicule to. me^ I'll 
settle it bSl. 

St. Alb. {C^tiang between them.) Do I 
interrapt ? 

Lady C. Interrapt ! 

JuL You ! — Oh» no. — ^"Twas only-^— 

Lady C. Only about a poor widow^ 
a sort of prot^g^e of ours. 

St. Alh. (Looking tender^ at Joliana.) 
—Aye, so I thought — some charitable 
secret.— Dear, amiable Juliana, how 
it confiises her. — {Kisses her hand.) 
{Aside.) How I wish Arthur Onslow 
could see her at this moment ! 

Suaco. {Aside.) Ah, Massa! — Love 
blind ! — Love deaf too ! 

(The three Miss Minchins, crowned 
with artificicd flowers, advance, led 
forward by M. le Grand.) 

M. le Gr. Voila, qui est charmaote !-^ 

. Bekole what is charming ! — {JJter placing 

the young ladies, M. le Grajid passes be- 
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hind them, arid pointing with his JiddUstick 
to each <if their crowns qfjlowers) Le Jon- 
quille ! — Le Jacinte ! — Le Cherrefeaille 
De Jonquil ! — De Hyacint — de what you 
call, bonee-sockel. 

[lite three Miss Minchins titter in three 
different tones— He ! He! He I— 
Ha! Ha! Ha!~Ho! Ho! Ho!) 

Lady ' C. Charming ! — quite charm- 
ing I — really charming ! 

M. le Gr. Eh pour mademoiselle, 
Voila I and for Meess. 

{Thiming to Juliana, and displaying a 
erotvn qf roses and hawthorny ap- 
proaches her — St, Albans eagerfy tak- 
ing itfrim his hands.) 

St. Alb. Allow me, M. le Grand— 
you know it was my choice. 

M. le Gr. Ah, Oui — de taste of mon- 
sieur, for mademoiselle. 

St. Alb. {Kneeling, presents the crown 
to Juliana.) Queen of the May ! 

M. le Gr. Belle attitude, 9a !— Fine 
attitude, dat ?— And mademoiselle 1 — she 
retire one step — modeste Angiaispl 
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poaod, my love, did not you bid me give 
this poor woman. 

Jul. Yes, mamma — Poor creature ! 

St. Alb. {Aside.) " A heart open as 
day, to meltiug charity." [Aloud — io Ihe 
Miss Miachins.] — But we distress her. 

{Offers his arm to one of the young ladies, 
and walks away with them to the far- 
thest end oftheroom.) 

Lady C. Popkio, take these notes to 
Mrs. Beauchamp. 

M. le Gr. [To Juliana.) De accom- 
panements de trim of de robe of de queen 
of de May wid de crown, — ^you take dero. 
Mademoiselle ? — or Meess Cat'rin will 
take all, she say. 

(Popkin retires to a table, and seems ex- 
amining Ike notes.) 

Jul. Miss Cat'rin I — not at aN, Mon- 
sieur — I take them of course Stay, 

Popkn ! 

, M. le Gr. Ah, 'bon ! — Very good. — 

Only four pound 

Jul. Which I'll call and pay Madame 
le Grand, on Monday. 
13 
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M. le Gr. Ah ! dat would be same 
ting to me, Mademoiselle, but 'tis ieetie 
prot^^e of hers, who cannot part with 
de flower dis saison, bat for argent coinp- 
tant — de ready money. 

Jul. La ! how provoking ! 

M. le Gr. Pardon — bat de Miss Min- 
cbin have pay, and offer me, four guiote 
for deae. 

Jid. ' Dear mamma ! What can I 
do? 

t-ady C. You must have the crown 
St. Albans has chosen for you, and that 
he pot on your head. 

M. le Gr. Aad de crown and de robe 
accompanement, cannot be separate. 

Jul. Then I must take them all, and 
M. le Grand must have the four pounds. 
— So, Popkin, {goes to the table at tohick 
Popkin is examining the notes, and snatches 
vp four of them) 1 1 must have these — Mrs. 
Beauchamp can have but one, and there 
it is for her — and she's very well off. 

Ladif C. The rest on Monday — say, 
Popkin. 
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Pop. Of courM, my Lady. 

(Exii Popkio.) 

(Joluma^f!* the notes into the hands ^ 
M. le Grand— a/ Utis moment St. 
Albans comes behind her, and 4ht 
starts.) ' 

^. JUf. Caught you I — foand yon 
out a{^n. I do believe, M. le Grand, 
your little prot6gte will be made quite 
bappyi — you applied well, I see. 

M- le Gr. [Bowing.) Aha heureuse- 
meot ! 

Quaco. (^dside.) Ah, Massa ! too good ! 
— blind good I 

JLady C. Why, I make it a priociplel 
to encourage iogenuity, and elegant in- 
genuity. 

Jtd. An emigrant connteis's daugh- 
ter too, in distress — 'tis quite a charity. 

Quao}. (Aside.) Alltalkee! — talkee! 

iMdy C. {Looking back.) But what's 
become of the Miss Minchins, Beau> 
champ, and Captain Mardyke ? 

Beau, Mardyke I he was o£F the mi- 
nute he'd done eating, to rflieve guard. 
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and the Miss Miachins the minute they'd 
doDe, — as soon as ' the coronation was 
over, they made their exits; and their 
He! He! He!— Ha! Hal Hal— Ho! 
Hd! Ho! 

Jul. Oh, fie, brother, to mimic them, 
when they are my friends. Tbey were 
vastly obliging to come for this practice 
to-day. 

Lady C. Bot now that they are 
gone, between ourselves, candidly, M. 
le Grand, the quadrille will be qaite ano- 
ther thing when we have, instead of that 
youngest Mincliin, my sweet little Lady 
Mary Manby. 

M.. le Gr.^ViaX go without contradick, 
my Lady. ' . 

■ JuL (Aside.) And when instead of M. 
' te Grand's standing up with his kit, we 
have my young duke of Beltravers. 

M. le Gr. {Making several danctttg- 
master's bows.) Most humble — n>ost obe- 
dient — most devoted 

(Exit M. le Grand.) 

Beau. {Stretcktjtg long, and . 
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hud.) Thank yoa all for going at last, 
for I'm done up. What a bore — is in't, 
St. Albans i 

St. Alb. Bore I— I thought the qua- 
drille charming. 

Beau. That's good, fiuth ! — But, my 
good fellow, I forgot you're from the other 
worid — and I sha'n't be long for this 
world if I don't get a gallop j—^tbat 
Q,uaco of yours ought to be broken on 
the wheel — C^hppedy, as Blagrave calls 
him, won't be shod these two hours — try 
CacafogOj and I'll take Potatoes, — come. ' 

Lady C. No, roy dear Beauchamp : 
I must detain St. Albans, this guardian- 
ship business must be settled to day. — 
Mr. Onslow may call — it: would not look 
well for St. Albans to be out of the way ; 
so, positively, I can't part with him. 

Beau. Well, good morning to you. 
St. Albans, you are a lucky fellow at all 
events, not to be a ward in chancery, tied 
neck and heels. — Better be a ward of my 
father's. .{Exit Beauchamp.) 

Lady C. My lord certuniy would be 
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<S^L Jib. [Jsidi.) How she conquers 
her own feelings. 

Suaco. {FiMming, aside.) Ah, Massa> 
Massa ! Pray yda no fdl in love wid dat 
Mbc— (toor Qu&co no can love. 

{Exeunt.) 



SCENE n. 

Lady Courtinglon's Housekeeper's Boom. 

The Widow Beauchamp and Popkin. 

Pop. [Adjusting his cravat.) I don't 
know. — Nothing more upon my veracity, 
Ma'atn. — I can't pretend to say, upon 
my honor, Mrs. Beanchamp.— -I only 
knows as my lady said, she'd call on 
yon to-morrow if possible, or if you'd call 
again o' Monday 

Mrs. Beau. [Aside.) To-niorrow.— 
Monday ! — how often have I been put 
off in the same way, with the same words. 

P(^. (ffolding a bank-note carekssbf to 
her.) And here's the note, M'em, Misi 
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hard nor craet> begging yoor pardDHf 
Mrs. Beauchampi M'eOii on yoa than 
another; and I'll engage there's bao- 
dreds and hundreds as good, and as much 
in need of their money as yourself, 
M'em ; that's at this present speaking in 
Lon'on, just being put off in the same 
way, and must be every honr and day o' 
the year in the metropolis. — Thousands 
in the same perdicament and jeopardy, 
M'em, for these small debts, on account 
the quality can't c<Hn. — So where's the 
petikler hardship to you, or cruelty,, or 
shame — when there's no help ? 

Mrs. Beau. No help, indeed !: {She 
tmison a chair.) 

Pop. But you can call again on Mon- 
day, Ma'am, as my lady mentioned j — 
and mean time you can sit, and may 
wait there till the rain's over, if you 
thinks proper, a few minutes. [Aside.) 
Now she's out o' sight o' people, I don't 
care how long she sits. {Exit Popkin.) 

Mrs. Beau. I may wait. — I may sit 
* few ntiDMtes in this bouse, where-—— 
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Even this insolence I mutt endare. — But 
oh, my cbildreo ! my poor children 1 

{She covers her eifes with hep hartd, and 

does not see Qnaco, who- advances on 

tiptoe-~a glass of water in his hand. 

Quaco sighs — she turns her head, sees 

him, and starts.) 

Quaco. Only me, lady I — Qnaco — 

poor negro — don't stir, pray lady !— poor 

negro he feel sorrow — he know pity, lady. 

Mrs. Beau. [Bursting into tears.) He 

pities me ! this poor negro ! and my own 

relations 1 — \^he weeps bitterly — Quaco 

stands back respectfuihf.) 

Quaco. Lady, me no look ! — me no 
mind. {Aside.) Cry hard—yes — tear 
mnch good do heart — heart no burst den 
— me know dat. (Quaco advancing, pre* 
sents water to Mrs. Beauchamp..) Take, 
lady, drink — fresh water — Gtod give — 
pray, lady, drink — else faint. 

{^e takes the water, bows her head is 

silent thanks — drinks — then rises.) 

Mrs. Beau. Now I feel quite strong 

again, quite refreshed. — -ThaDk you, kiqd> 
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fcearted— I can walk.— Where is tbt 
straw basket I had ? 

3mco. Here, safe— here, lady, it hang 
«n back of chair. 

Mrs. Beau. (Putting on her gbves.) I 
had better go now. 

2uaco. Better not — ^yot yet — raio pour 
still, lady — I go see.-'— Stay, lady, here. 
(Quaco takes up a bank-note which had 
fallen as Mrsl Beauchamp rote, and 
gives it to her — goes aioin/, but turns 
back, and looks at her mth compassion, 
while she speaks to hersilf.) 
Mrs. Beau. {Fixing her eyes upon the 
bank-note.) One pound — ^but one pound I 
and this is all ! — ^To-morrow ! oh^ vain 
words ! — Call again on Monday ! — rain 
hope ! — DO hc^e left I 

Sluaco. {Aside— taking a little purse 
from his bos&m) Could me dare — she no 
see — she nfeyeP know who— she never 
know how. 

{Slips the purse into Mrs. fieauchampV 
basket, without her perceiving it.) 

{Exit Quaco.) 
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Mrs. Beau. That poor negro touch«f 
me more thao all the rest. [Takes Her 
basket.) There's good in the world still; 
and kindness where one least expects it. 
I will not despair, but trust, [Looks vp to 
heaven.) — and hope humbly. 

(Exit Mrs. Beauchamp.) 

RC'enter Quaco, peeping. 

Quaco. Safe ! safe I — She has got it — 
she not know till she get home — then 
great joy-i— children not starve. {Bubs his 
hands with delight.) Happy Qaaco ! good 
massa t — He tell Qoaco no throw away 
de money in de little purse — oo, massa 
■!— no. He tell Quaco no buy rum — no, 
massa — Qoaco no.dcioky for drinky, but 
driaky for dry. — No buy turn— no throm 
away money — no throw— give away, 
massa, like your own self.r— Give,, massa > 
give wellT<— make happy, massa. 

Enter Popkin. 
Pop. Massa ! masea ! massa ! — What 
tbe 4 — ; — rl, Quaco, are you always talk- 
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ing nonsense, staff to yourself about 
niassB? 

Quaco. No nonsense staffs Mr. Fopkey. 
— Quaco no fool. 

Pop. {Aside.) Now, whether this fellow 
is more knave or fool, confound me, if I 
can tell. {Aloud.) My little man, I like 
your spirit. — Do you know you are a 
&vorite of mine ? — do yon know that^ I 
ask you ? 

Quaco. No, Mr. Popkey — me no know 
that. 

Pop. {Aside.) Now was he a white 
man, I'd set him down for a knarej but 
being he's a black, I can't doubt but he's 
n fool.-^I hear he' has got some money 
tho', and I'll be civil to the little black 
gem'man. {Rapping heard at the door.) 
Oh, rap, rap, rap ! — and James and all 
the rest of 'em, is always out of the way. 
— My legs is tired o' them double raps — 
so you'll run, my little black gentleman, 
won't ye ? — and answer the door, and I'll 
thank yon. 

Quaco. Ha ! if you tank me, Mr. 
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Fopkey-— me go— me ran twice sofi 
me run, now Qaaco be free man — and 
Mr. Popkey be civil man, civil gentle- 
man. {Exit Qnaco.) 

Pop. Aye, gentlanan, if yon please, 
—bat harkee, {caUmg afier him) Quaco 
—you Mr. freeman.— A word.— Not at 
borne to Waikers, mind. 

Siuaco. Me understand. 

.Pop. Never saw a fellow so bright- 
ened and riuu-pened in an hour in my 
]ife> as this . little black boy. — I suppose 
it's the money has done it. — More fool 
his master to give it to bim ! — and greater 
fool I, if I don't get some of it from him, 
in some sbl^>e or another. 'Twould be 
odd enough, if I, John Popkin the whit^ 
weren't a match any way for Qnaco the 
black. 

Se-enter Quaco. 

. Pop. Weil ! delight o' my eyes ! what 
«rt grinning for, from year to year f 

^Utaco. Massa's friend ! — Massa's good 
£riend, he coming up. 
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^i^. He I — who is coming np ? 

Stuaco. [Rubbing his hands.) Masaa 
Onslow. 

Fe^. Dunce! didn't I tell you, not 
•t home to Walkers. 

Quaco. /Well, be no Walker — no Mr. 
Walker, he Mr. Onslow. 

Pop. {AsitU.) iffiiinderiiig blackamoor 
blockhMd ! {Jloud.) Well, off with yon 
down to Uie hall, and get your luncheon 
)iOw, while I settle this Onslow. 

(Exeunt Quaco and P<^>kin,) 



SCENE in. 

Changes to another Jpartmmt. 

Mr, Onslow, alone. 

Mr. 0ns. At last I have got in— and 
at last I hope I shall see Mrs. St. Albans. 
^71j Popkin, toho enters.) Will you be so 
good. Sir, as to let Mrs. St. Albans know 
that I am here, and— 
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Pop. {Intemqaing.) Mrs. St. Albaos, 
Sir ? — Mrs: St. Albans not at home. Sir. 

Mr. 0ns. I fancy. Sir> you are mis- 
taken. 

Pifp. Mistaken ! — no, Sir, 'tis morally 
inapossible I should be mistaken. 

Mr. Otis. {With an air qf authority.) 
Yoa will please. Sir, to go and inqnire. 

Peq). {Submitting, amd obofing for a 
moment i but ttflcr moving a few steps, re* 
lurjis, and resuming his saucy air and tone.) 
What name shall I say, Sir i 

My. Ons. Do not you know who I 
am> Sir ? 

Pop. I beg pardon. Sir — I may 
have happened to see you before, but we 
see so many geotlemen here. I partly 
recollect your face now, Sir, — but. Sir, 
candidly, I have the most treacherous 
memory now in life for some physio- 
gnomies. 

Mr. Ons. {Haughtily.) Take your phy- 
siognomy out of my presence. Sir, and 
give this card to Mrs. St. Albans. 
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P^. {Holds the card vpto the lightt 
and reads the name.) Ob, I see — Onslofr, 
Sir. — I beg p&rdOD, bat I'm unfortimtHy 
a little near-sighted sometimes. {Turiti ■ 
on his heel, and Exit.) 

Mr. Ohs. And very impertinent a^ 
wq^. — There's a puppy now.— One of ■ 
those naisaoces, ciAled a fine footman, 
which some foolish fine people are pleas- 
ed to keep in their houses' to insult their 
guests, waste their fortunes, debase tb6' 
manners, and corrupt the morals tff their 
children t But such a fellow as that now, 
would not be suffered in any family, sure 
of its claim to just hereditary sway, or 
conscious of the true dignity of personal 
merit. — No, no, — 'tis only among these 

new.made honors. Ha.' who comes 

here ? — My lady herself, who is as much 
too civil as hex people are too rode. — Now 
for her superfluity of breeding, and her 
»rs of protection.— Grant me patience, 
heaven I 
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Enter Lady Courtington. 

LadyC. My dear Mr. OdsIow, I'm* 
so vastly glad, quite delighted to see you, 
— and I'm so sorry my lord's out-of towo, 
he would be so charmed to cultivate 
your acquaiatance, 

Mr. Ons. Your ladyship does me 
honor. 

Lady C. Ob, now don't talk of honor 
— ^there's no honor between friends,— So 
we must get you to come some day, and 
eat a bit of mutton with us in a family 
way, — andyour son, Mr. Arthur Onslow, ' 
that was at Eton with my son, and that 
is so clever, my Beauchamp tells me — 
you must present him to me, or rather 
to my lord ; for my lord I'm sure, would 
be hapj)y to speak of him to our friends; 
and you know its advantageous to a 
young mauj to be spoken of in certain 
circles. 

Mr. 0ns. No doubt — your ladyship 
is very good. — But may I ask. Madam, 
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chance of finding Mrs. St. Albans at 
home, that we may settle about the 
gaardiaoship. 

Lacb/ C. (With affected simplicily.) 
Gaardianship 1— Oh aye, I did hear 
something, bat I know nothing of bust> 
ness of any kind.— Only now I recollect 
I did hear Mrs. St. Albans this morning. 
I think, say that she wonid write to yon 
to-day about it: I conclude she did not 
wish to tfonble you to come. 

Mr. Ons. Write ! — but I came to town 
for the express purpose of seeing heri 
and this is the second time I have waited 
upon her by her particular desire, and 
punctually at the hour, she did me the 
honor to name. 

Xjtdy C Yet you have missed each 
ether. — Now that is so provoking.^— But 
this is aljvays the way in Lon'on. There 
was I and the Duchess of Beltravers, 
running after one another alt last week ^ 
and my poor friend, Mrs. St. Albans> 
who is not used to Lon'on, is always en- 
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tangling h«sdf iacr^ssH^ eagagemwits. 
— Sball I tell you tbe tratb? 

Mr. Otts. If your ladyriiip pleases. 

Laify C. Mrs. St. Albans is this mch- 
nent at a chma-aaction. 

Mr.Ons. [WUkindignavt .asUmishme»L\: 
At'a>t:hui»-a«ctioa f 

Lais C: And to beuittite icaidid n^h: 
ypa, I: eV'ttor^y tertaio sbe.irifl loot 
bfi.at hoBoA tUl'diBiier-fime.' 
.'Mr,-Ons, ThM loy.i^'&eRC^ .might: 
hare been 8pwred.-r-Madani, you will do 
iQe tbe tatwoT. to let Mr$. St. Albans know 
t^at I sball leave town early to-morrov 
moraiag. 

La(fy C. I certainly wilL^^dijeu thra^ 
my good Mr. Onslow, since it moat be 
so,r— and Mrs. St. Albans shall write.-— 
I'm so . sorry ny. lord's not at home. 
{Lad^ Courtington toatches Mr. Onslow, 
as m muck perturbation he is looking for 
his hat and cane — she presetUs the cane to 
Mm-^te b0ms, and is going.) {Jsidc.) Fairly 
got rid of hin), — Now I may give myself 
credit. 
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Enter Mrs. St. Al bans, [who has a very s^t 
latiguidWest Indianmaimer,) at the side 
opposite to that, at which Mr. Onslow is 
going out. Ladi/ CourtiogLon and Mr. 
Onslowj who are standing with their 
backs to Mrs. St. Albans, start on hear- 
ing her voice. 

Mrs. St. A&>. Quaco telts me-^^< — 

Mr. 0ns. My' dear Madam, I an 
glad to see 70D returned ^<)tn the china 
auction. - 

Zjidj/ C. My dear creature, I thought 
you would be detained at that china 
auction till dinner-time. 

(LaiUf Conrtington makes a sign to Mrs. 
St. Albans; but without noticing it, 
Mrs. St, Albans replies.) 

Mrs. St. Alb. China auction l-^re- 
tomed — detained — {rubbing her eyes) ant 
I awake, or am I in a dream ? — I think I 
have been in a dream since I came to 
London, and any thing is possible in 
dreamt. — ^Forg^ve n»e, my dear Laily 
Courtiogton, if I am blundecing.—- But a» 
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you truly told me yesterday, I am not 
yet half up to a London life. 

Lady C. {Aside.) Nor ever will be, 
most stapid of dawdlers f 

Mr, Ons. {Aside.) So much the better. 

Mrs. St. AS). So the sooner I leave 
town the better. 

Lad^ C. Leave it ! — Oh, heaven ^r- 
bid ! — I won't hear of that — and you are 
absolutely boand in duty, and by your 
maternal tenderness, to Ifre in town for 
your son's sake, to give him all the ad- 
yantage of the best masters. 

Mr. Ons. {Smiling.) Coachmen, grooms, 
and footmen, inclusive } who, if not the 
best, are, it must be allowed, the most 
successful, and " the ^ost approved 
good mastera" of our young nobility and 
gentry. 

La<^ C. Shocking satirical creature ! 
— But all that depends on the tutor, if 
you have but a tutor you can rely upon; 
and my lord and I have twenty in oar 
«ye for St. Albans, the one better than 
i(he other.— There's Mr. What's-his- 
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name, my dear— ia famous man, who was 
with the young Duke of Beltravers abroad. 
— ^There's no going beyond him. 

Mrs. St, Alb. I do not know. — I am 
not quite satisfied. 

Lady C. Well then, my dear, satisfy 
yourself by all means. — You «hal| see 
tbem all, — We'll have a bevy — a levee of 
tutors for you.— 1*11 write notes directly. 
PopkiQ I 

Mrs. St. Alb. I beseech yoB> my dear 
Lady Courtington, give me time to 
breathe— to think. 

Eitter Fopkin. Lady Courtington nods 
— Fopkin makes a pirouette, and Exit, 
Sluing — " I wish people would know 
*• their own minds." 

Lady C. (To Mrs. St. Albans.) Time 
to breathe and welcome, my dear. All I 
know is, I expect my lord in town every 
hour, and I am sure my lord will think 
nothing of the trouble of being acting 
guardian. 
■ Mrs. St. Alb. Lord Courtington is very 
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.good.— You are very ^iiid» my dear tody 
Courtiagtop. — I have not beard Mr. 
Onslow say one word yet. 

Mr. Ons. I trusted that words were 
unneceuary, to convince'Mra. St. Albans 
•^at she may conuoaqdany s^rrices in 
■my ffomer. 

Mrn Si. Jib. Then in fiie frstplace, 
.my good Sir> I«i» anxious to know whM 
you think of my son. — Pray tell me betiy 
idl his fyifiHs. 

La4tf C. And has St. Albuis any 
faults ? 

Mrs. St. Alb. Have you seen any 
thing wrong in his disposition ? 

Mr. Ons. Nothing — he is candid^ ge- 
nerous, and fall of noble ambition. 

Mrs. St. Alb. True — true — most true ! 
—thank you — thank you, Mr. Onalftw. 

Lady C. {Aside.) I have prnued St. 
Albans a hundred times more, yet this 
ibolish mother never thanked me half as 
^uoh. {Almid.) How well Mr. Onslow 
has seized our dear St, Albans's cha- 
racter. 



Ca.t::<iMCiOOtjlc 



A- DRAMA. SOI 

Mr. 0ns. Character ! Madam, I said 
not one word 6f bis character — I spoke 
■otAy of his disposition. f— -His character is 
not yet formed } that will depend- 

Mrs^ St. Alb.. [Eagerb/.] On what I 
Oh, tell me I 

Mr. 0ns. On the friendships he forma, ■ 
tbie compaoy he keeps, and the manner 
in which he spends his time, during the 
-next few years- of his life. 

Lady C. The company is the grand 
thing. — It is so essential. — It is the ruin 
. of young men of fortune, not to keep the 
best company earfy.. 

Mr.Ons. Certainly. — Bythebestcbih- 
patiy I do not, however, mean the riiost 
fashionable. 

Lady C. {Aside,) Theu be is a bear. 

Mr. Ons. And at 1^. Albans's age, and 
with his ardent imagination, I should 
fear far him the temptations, the /acuities^. 
of a fashionable life in a capital city. 

Lady C. Excuse me, Mr. Onslow. — 
*Tis certainly very presumptuous in me- 
to speak, who am only a woman.Y~Bi^ 
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yoa know, my dear Mrs. St. Albans, 
the cleverest men may be sometimes ft 
little prejadiced ; and geoUemen, who 
have lived much in retirement, let them 
be ever so liberal, when they come to 
town are apt, I observe, to see every 
thing en noir. Now what I say is, that 
town 's town, and the world 's the world ; 
and for young men of fortune, who are 
born to live in the world, the aooner they 
see something of it the better. 

Mr. Ons. Young men 1 — bnt are not 
we at present speaking of boys ? 

Jtlrs. St. Mb. Certainly, St. Albans is 
Still bnt a boy. 

Lady C. Oh, my dear Sir— (ro Mrs. 
St. Albans.) Oh, my dear Madam, if 
you love me, if you love St. Albans, 
don't call him a bm/. — Boys are in my 
opinion the most horrid animals in na- 
ture; and one charming thing in Lon'on 
is, you never see boys. 

JtiSOns. That is the very thing of 
which I complmn. — ^They are all men 
before their timot— 'Men when they 
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•hould be boys, and boys when they 
sbonid be men. 

Lady C. Well, my dear Mrs. St. Al- 
bansa leave your son with me and my 
lord; and I'll engage that he shall never 
be at any time of his life, that odious 
creature, a boy. 

Mr. Oris. My dear Mrs. St. Albans, 
leave your son with me, and 1 will 
engage that at some period of his life, he 
shall be that admirable creature, a man. 

Lady C. A man I— plain man !-^ 
bnt I'll engage to make him a man of. 
fashion. 

Mr. 0ns. I shall be satisfied with his 
continuing to be what he is, a gentleman. 

iMdy C, Mrs. St. Albans is to decide 
in short, which of her friends she prefers 
for her son's guardian. 

Mrs. St.' Jib. My dear friends, if I 
could decide without being ungrateful to 
one — without offending either. 

Lady €. For my part, I must confess 
I could never forgive a slight on this 
occasion shewn to my lordj and as to 
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inyKlf. fond as^ I am of St. Albwis, I 
should indeed feel it very extraardinatyy 
unktod, and ungratefiri, if yoa did not 
think proper to le^ye him with usi 

Mr. Qns. For. roy part, I declare— 
apd I venture to make the declaration in 
the name of Mrs. Onslow, as welt as my 
ow,n, that we shall not think it in the 
least eictraordinary, unkind, or ungrateful, 
if you. Madam, should not think proper 
to let your son live with us. Therefore 
put all fear of offending us out of the 
question, and decide on that which yon 
think best for your son. 

Mrs. St. Alb. Since I have two friends, 
and that my son has two guardians, why 
should not we avail ourselves of the kind- 
ness of both. — ^Might not St. Albans live 
in the winter in town with Lord and Lady 
CourtingtoD, and in the country in sum- 
mer with Mr. Onslow ? 

Mr. 0ns. Excuse me, my dear Ma- 
dam, — I cannot be this -mere summer 
friend. — If I act as guardian, if I take 
charge of your sod, I mast baT« the entire 



C3.l:.-:i:.,C.OOtjl>J 
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measores which I do not guide. 

LatbfC. {Aside.) Mercy I such a bold, 
such an unexpected stroke — and {obsero- 
ing Mrs. St.. Albans, pho seems in great 
perplexi^) she hesitates] 

Enter St. Albans. 

St. Alb, Oh, my dear mother ! JuH- 

ana is the most cfaarmiBg-* {He stops 

short on seeing Mr. Onslow^ and says) Mr. 
Onslow, I didn't know you were here. 
{While St. Albans advances to embrace 
Mr. Ooslow, La^ Conrtingtoa exr 
claims. Oh ! St. Albans, oh \-~and 
falls into f^terks. — Mrs. &. Albans 
supports her.) 
St. Alb, Good heavens !— rWhat is the 
matter i 

Mrs. St. Jib. My dear Lady Court- 
mgton, compose yourself. 

St. Jib. Salts !— water !— ait l^Qoa- 
CO I— Popkin ! 
Mr. Ohs. Who waits there ! — Send 
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your lady's woman here, if yon pl«ue. 
Sir. 

{To Popkin, teho enters, and exit, say- 
ing, as he turns on his keel — asidCf 
Well sobbed [ well done, my lady !) 

St. Jib. My dear Lady Courtipgton, 
what is the matter ? 

Ladi/ a The matter !— Oh ! oh !— 
^sobbiTig.) You — ^yoa — ^you, St. Albaos, 
are the cause of it all. 
. St. Alb. 1 1— 1 1— what have I done ? 
{Kneels— takes Lady Courtington'f hand^ 
and speiUcs in a tone ^ great tenderness.) 
My flear Lady CoartingtoD, how no- 
grateful I should be ! — My dearest Lady 
Conrtington \ 

Lady C, Oh, don^ I— don't call me 
your dearest Lady Courtington !, DonU ! 
don't kneel ^-^Come not near me, yonr 
mother does not chuse it — does not ap- 
prove. 

St. A&. My mother, impossible ! — 
Lady Courtington does not know what 
she is saying. — Ob, Mr. Onslow, send 
somebody for a physician. 
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Mr. Otis. (Aside to St. Jlbaw.) Take 
it quietly, my hof.-'~'{Lady CoartiDgtoa 
riseSf but continues sobbing.) 

Enter Clarke and Popkin with water, 
salts, hartshorn, 8(c. 

Miss ClarJce. Oh, my lady — hearens 
above !— enlace. 

Mrs. St. Alb. If we could get her to 
her own room, Clarke. 

Miss Clarke. Lean on me, my lady. 

Jlfr^. St. Alb. And on me. 
{Lady Courtiogton Jeans on Miss Clarke, 

but refuses to lean on Mrs. St. Albans.) 

lady C. No, no ! 

Mr. 0ns. {Aside, in an ironical tone.) 
Motions Mrs. St. Albans away with dig- 
nity! 

St. Alb. Lean on me, Lady Courting* 
ton. 

Lady C. Yes, you are not ungrate- 
ful, I hope 1— I hope I — (sobbir^,) — I 
trust. 

{Lady Courtington again motions Mrs. 
St. Albaos away, xoho then desists 
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from fi^lpaing kcr. Popkin ifears 
the way, carrying saUa, tXc- — ExU 
Zta^yConrtiogtoD, Icdnirig im Clailce 
and St Albans.) 

Mr. 0ns. True swiwbility !— Quite a 
Freucb scene I^Fine stage effect ! 

Mrs. St. Jib. Stage effect i — Is ft pos- 
sible that yoa can think, so ? 

Mr. 0ns. My dear Madam,- never 
mind what I think, for you know I am 
a poor country gentleman, who sees every^ 
thing en noir. 

Mrs. St. Mb. But, indeed, Mr. On- 
slow, though Lady Courtington is a little 
c£ a fine lady, and perhaps a little af- 
fected. 

Mr. 0ns. Not a littU:. 

Mrs. St. Alb. Yet she really has been 
so kind to us, 

Mr. 0ns. For her own purposes, per- 
haps ? 

Mrs. St. Jib. Oh, no — there you do 
her injustice. 

Mr, 0ns. I hope so. 

Mrs. St. Jib. I have not, to be sure. 
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seen or known any thing of hfir since we 
were cliildcen and school-fellowd— but 
she W9S then so open- hearted 1 

Mr. 0ns. Possibly then. 

Mrs. St. Alb. And she is at all eveots 
our relation — near relation. So I must 
vish to keep well with her; and you see, 
she will be ofiended for ever, if I do not 
let St. Albans spend, at least half the 
year with her. I know my son would 
be better far with you, but— — 

Mr. Otts. But you would sacrifice the 
good of your child to the hysteric fit of 
an affected fine lady. Forgive me if I seem 
harsh: — but. Madam, you must— (as an 
old friend, permit me to speak plainly) — > 
You must have the strength of mind to 
prefer the right to the expedient, or you 
rpin yooF con. I am obliged to leave 
town early to-morrow. This night I shall 
expect your decision, Madam--4iot with- 
out anxiety. (Exit Mr. On^w.) 

Mrs. St. Alb. Ruin my son ! — terrible 
thought! — but has he any particular 
reasons for objecting to this family, I 
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should have asked. X shouM iiave urged 
him more on that point; aod I should 
hare inquired about Newmarket. — Oh.! 
I always think of what I ought to have 
said and done, when the time for speak- 
ing and acting is over. 

(Exit Mrs. St. Albans.) 



SCENE IV. 

Lady Courtington's HaU. 
Beauchamp and Blagrave. 

Beau. The rain^ over — Eftag, con- 
ibund it, bring the horses to the door. 

Bla. Why!— how can I bring tiie 
horses to the door. Sir, when tbey ha'n't 
brought back Cycloppedy, which that 
' confounded black Q,uaco forgot to be 
took to be shod. 

Beau. Curse him 1 he ought to be 
flogged. 

Bla^ He ought so, for there's uq ma- 
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ni^ng them blacks, nor breeding *em to 
have tfae sense or memory of a CbristiaB, 
-without flogging of it iato them, they 
say i on account they've not the feeliog 
we have. 

Beau. {Waiking up and doam,/r«itijig 

and swearing.) C ^c it!-"Confound 

'em M in one bag ; — so I'm to lose my gal- 
lop ! — and between blacks, and guar- 
dians, aud quadrilles, and hysterics, we 
sha'n't get St. Albans out this day :--aDd 
may be, he's such a weathercock, he 
may change his mind about Cacafogo, 
aaerall. 

£la. Why; that's the point, your ho- 
nor, — that's what I be afear'd o' my tile 
of; and of his smelting out some'at 
about them white hairs at the knees, 
where he's marked by the fall. 

Seau. But, luckily, St. Albans is no 
great jockey. 

Bla. No, — as to jockey, he is no 
match for your honor, that is, when our 
two heads be together. — But I hope jcour 
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honor won't forget the fire guineas you 
■vas promising. 

£eau. Mum— here's my sister, — step 
off yourself, Blagrave, do, to the forge, 
and try and get Cycloppedy back* and 
I'll get St. Albans out yet before dinner. 

Sla. So best — to strike while iron's 
hot> your honor. (Exit Kagrave!) 

Enter Juliaaa/r«n the ^posUe side. 

Jul. Well, brother, do you know 
what is to be now? 

Beau. Not I, — more hysterics, may t»e. 

Jul. No, no, — that's all over; and 
-mamma's herself again. Mrs. St. Albans 
has jnst been with her, and they are all 
upon retret} for it is agreed that St. At- 
bMis is to decide entirely for himself 
which of the guardians he is to live with ; 
and which ever he chuses, will be the 
acting guardian as they call it, and the 
<Hher is not to act at all : — and you may 
be sure papa will be the man, — I'd lay 
my life upon it, St, Albans will stay with 
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i|3i for' between you. and I; yon never., 
sawa^n^D iso napcli, «q wjopsly i^ Jot#o 
in your life. 

Beau.. Mi^ io lare^-r-«ye, but imtck 
and seriouslifaj^wotUBg!h^^ao6yJ\ii<)i^9' 
agirfatw^y.torupt«t^iyep^pne^ . 

/«f. To twenty-one! as if a man 
couldn't be seriously in lovei and seriously, 
married too^ before he's twenty-one, with 
consent of course, when papa's guardian^ 
you know. 

Beau. I know. — I'm not so sanguine 
as yon are, Ju— ^nd I must go and see 
about Cacafogo. {Exit Beauchamp.) 

Juliana, alone. 
Cacafogo ! — selfish animal I that bro- - 
tber of mine is, — thinks of nothing but 
himself and Cacafogo. — Now would not 
it, after all, be an odd thing, if I was to be 
married before I am outi — not so odd 
neither — stranger things have happened. 
There was Lady Gould married quite 
out of the nursery, and pretty little Mrs. 
what's-her-name> married, to my certain 
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]cnowIedge> before she had ever sat up to 
snpper.-7-I own I*m a friend to eariy- 

marriages ** Mrs.St. Albans's carriage 

stops the way !" — how delightful that 
.would be I - would be ? — zoill be, you'll 
Me>.m spite of my brother's incredulity. 



END OF ACT 11. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 
Jj>rd Courtmgtqn's Hall. 
Enter Popkio* nixing. 

" ' Not a man in the square. 

With me can compare. 
For a ihspe, and a face, kai a leg, and im ak, 
I'll TCnture to swear. 
Not a man of 'em dare 
Give an answer so tai% 
Then turn off so smart.— 

Bat hark I — here's Blagrave singing 
ills own praises too,-^like to l»e a Dutch 
concert. 

Enter Blagravcy singing. 

" Here's IcHig tTDtting Tiho, to Finger-the-rein^ 
" And tip oU the go by, Irom Lon'on to Staines," 

Ca.t::<iMCiOOtjlc 



ei6 THE TWO OtTARDIANSi 

Pop. Bravo, Blag I 

BUt. Well, now> what I was saying, 
is, if so be I was born a gentleman, or 
the son of the Iikes,^ IM never of all 
things be stingy in the article of horse- 
flesh. And, hang me, but I'd cut snch 
a dash upon the :road!— -odds dickens — 
Then, mark me, my grooms and out-riders 
should be- the best appoteted d*ye see, 
and as to my coachman, by the blessing, 
I'd gi' him what'they call cart-blanck, to 
ke^ up my name, — for the coachman's 
the great point at the last j and if a gentJe- 
manV close there, why there's no hopeof 
him. 

Pep. No hope of bim, if he's not 
genteel to his own man, and footman too. 

Bla. Belike — ^for sartin, o* coarse. — 
Now what I say, is, my lord 's itte 
ehbUgh betting, add that on the turf,— ' 
and for he a nobleman, to be sure, very 
prefer. Bat then see bis coachman is not 
magnified proportionably ! — and again, 
even Mr. Beanehamp, see . he's fond 
enough of cutting a dash— spares nothing 
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far that-— but then, not the Irne thing 
■either; I scarce knows the chink of hi* 
go\dy aor the crumple of his paper.— Too 
cfaot abedt bis plirse strings!— St. Alba«B 
far mj aataey. 

Pop. 'Tis he that's opeD-baaded, ani 
plays away with the cash^ — gave him 
back a ten ponnd note I (ound in his 
waistcoat pocket last nighty he know'd 
nothing of, and he made me, slap-dash, 
a present of it, and we'll tip it oS in 
champagne. 

Bia. Then I declare it's a shame for 
me and master, what we are at, biit I'll 
make it up to St. Albans. I'll teach him 
to drive as well as any young man in all 
England, and that's what old Onslaw 
would never do till doomsday, though his 
groDih wai abewing o' me he has good 
horses too. 

Pop. Ay, give the devil lus due, BJag. 

Bia, And for master St. Al^ns, if 
I ha' the traiaing o' him, he shall by 
and by, give the go-by to Mr. fieau- 
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champ his self, on the box; and who 
could do as much for him as that, I want 
to know? Bat if my lord should not come 
up in time, and there should be a bnff. 
— ^Bobs 1 here's master Beuichamp, and 
St. Albans to boot. 

Enter Beauchamp and St. Albans. 

Beau, Come> St. Albans — come along 
—here's the horses — here's Cacafogo. — 
[aside to Blagrave.) Blag, throw in your 
good word for Cacafogo. 

St. Alb. Now for a fine gallop in the 
park, before dinner. 

(Popkin;>r««j/J his whip, hat, and gloves, 

officious^ to St. Albans.) 
Bla. And I'll be bound your honor 
will like Cacafogo, better than any horse 
you ever crossed. 

St. Alb. We shall have time for a good 
ride, — we shall not dine til) eight, shall 
we? 
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i*(5>. Nine, more likely. Sir, — ^Wait- 
ing for my lord. 

Bla. So light in hand ! — no daisy cut- 
ter ! — up to the hounds ! — near thoroagh 
bred — sound as a roach ! — Worth any 
money to a gentleman. 

{Exit St. Albans and Beauchamp,yD^ 
Itnoed by Blagrave.) 

Fopkin, alone. 
" WinCj WBter, women, ~ 
" Are men's ruin, 
" Sayi wiie ProfeMor Vander Bruin." 

But he said nothing of horses, nor 
ooachmen, nor grooms ; and there your 
Mr. Vander Bruin, wise as he was — was 
out — or I'm wrong. Never saw one now 
much more like than young Mr. St. Al- 
bans, to run, what the wise ones call, the 
road to rain, — with my lord for his guar- 
■ dian, and my lady for his guide. Why, 
he's as easy led, I can turn' him with my 
finger and thumb ; and Blag the same, 
who is rather aukward too. — ^Then Mr. 
Beauchamp, how he has him ! — and for 
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Miss Jiiliana ! she'll iibi: bft Miss Jutl^a 
long, or my name's not Py|)itin. (Exit) 



Lady CouHihgibn'i Drdw^-Soom. 
Lady Courtiilgtoit and Juliana. 

Lady C. So far, so gbocl. — Indeed, my 
Juliana^ I am qaite »f .your opiaion, — I 
have the utmost dependance upon the 
amTability of our young friend's disposi- 
tibn,itnd I have nb doa'bt that Ehiiigd will 
every way turn oui; as We wish. 

Jul. If papa were but come. — ^Bii't 
'tis so aiikw&rd, his not being here to 
day. 

Lady C. My d«ir, he will certainly be 
here to day. 

Jul. And when we have a dinner- 
party too 1 

i^dt/ C. But, niy dear, donlt I tell 
yoii, I expect him every minute. 



Jul, Yes, mamm», I Icijpuir you ex- 
pect him — ^but I kppw thftt when c(nce 

^pagejts fp Newm^rlfjetr do^'t yoa 

recollect how be di^pQifUe;? yoH 1m' 
year, when f;he B_urrel(s isvexp asked, s^nfi 
I'm shockipgly ^wid-TT^ 

Ladi/ p. TJjp j^eptjeipfQ w^'t cqjb^ 
from the Hous^ MH ver^ late j ^ be^r thpy 
expeipt a loing debate.— My lor^ will 
certainly be here before dinger. 

Jul. La 1 we sl^U Jiqyp to wait « pro- 
digious time.-rlf the ^entle^en don'jt 
come, I'lij sufo I hope the livdies WJU be 
£0 kind to stay away too. 

Lady C. Yes, I do hope my friend 
Lady Mincbin won't have the awk^y^rd- 
ness to be coining so early as she did Ofl 
Tuesday, — she should k^ovr better, sane- 

ly- 

Jtd. 'Twas not awkwardness, ^be 
does know better. I know vejry w^ll 
why. she does it-r-the Miss Mincbios tike 
to come early, to have a chance of seeing 
more of somebody. But tbey are my 
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frienda, and I say nothiog — only one 
can't help haflng eyes. 

Lady C. And rery 6ne ones, too. — 
Let me look at you> my dear — let me see 
how yon are dressed. — Not ill — ^pretty 
well — stay — here ! — there ! — that's right, 
now it will all do ; — but sitting up dancing 
so late since the St.AlbaDs's have been 
with ns, has certainly, my dear Juliana, 
lowered your natural colour shockingly, 
and I must have you look in bloom to- 
night. — ( Unlocks a cabinet, takes out rouge, 
and rtn^f^ Jdiana, fay2n^,]There — alittle, 

a very little -just to give your natural 

colour — that is quite fair, you know. 

Jul. Oh dear, yes, — and indeed every 
body does it now ; so it would be very 
unfair if I had not the same advan- 
tage. 

Lady C. That is the thing, when every 
body does it, — really one is forced, if one 
lives in the world— (and who could live 
out of it i) — to do so many things, and 
submit to so many things one does not 
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like or approve. But if the principles are 
pure^ that is the grand thing — and the 
taste unsophisticated. — My dear^ I hope 
you have practised for to night, that 
lovely little song — tb^ new air of " Sim' 
** plkity." 

Jul. Yes, dear Mamma, I have it 
quite perfect, and I have put new words 
to it of my own; bat perhaps you mean 
*• Sympathy" for it was that, if you recol- 
lect, St. Albans liked so particularly. 

Lady C. Was it f I forgot Well let 

ns hear them botb, and then I can tell 
which will do beat. 

Jul. Dear Mamma, shall I begin with 
** Sympathy'* or with " Simplicity?*' 

Lady C. " Simplicity." — Begin with 
" Simplicity" of course, and end with 
*^ Sympathy." — Be quick, be quick, before 
Mrs. St. Albans comes down from her 
toilette. 

Jul. {Placing her harp.) Time enough. 
Ma'am, for Mrs. St. Albans is always the 
slowest creature at her toilette, as at 
every thing else. 
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/rfufj/ C. True, my dear. — But recol- 
lect she is the mother of St. Albans.-— 
Come, pray now, let us have " Simplicify " 
before any body comes in. (Juliana seat- 
ing herself <>' ^^ ^t^^P i" i J^ attitude. ) 

Ladi/ C. No, no, that won't do. — ' 
JulJftDa, that Io(As, my love, too studied 
for simplicity. ~ 

/»/. [Changing her attitude) Wdlthls, 
Ma'am ? 

Im^ C. Nor that.— There's too much 
of the old St. Cecilia in thfit. — Ah 1 now 
If you please — that's charmingly natnraL 
^Simplicity herself! — Begin. 

Juliana sii^s. 

No 'iM Bot Beaut^'a i4ot pow'r. 
No 'tia not Beauty's bluing hoarj 
"Tit not tbe faacinating face, 
Th' ideal form of floating grace. 

'Ti> the wild cbann of natccnt youtb. 
The hdc^D pledge of love and truth, 
Tb' insidious blusb, tbe tell-tale eye* 
Of aweet Simplicity, I prize! 

tady C. So simple ! begin with tha$ 
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by all means. — And now for " .S^. 
pathy/' before tbe MiQchins come. 

Jui, (CJearmg Aer tbroAi.) ■**S^pathy" 
js Terj ;trying,>t.go^50 hi^ and ^P,iyw- 

Lady G. True, m/,4?ari felit pot^ipg 
is too high or too tow for ypu. 

Juliana sii^s. 

Beyond the voice of high controul. 
Still ebbing, flowing tide of soul ; 
Magnetic power, ethereal dart, 
' That wounds, and warnur arid toalht tbe heart. 

,£xlatic anguish ! — mystic sway. 
Thy mooiiright bliss, thy mournful dajr, 
^y tear, thy smile, thy tooch divine, 
Ob, beav'n-born Sympathy be miae ! 

Lady C. A touch divioe in*^eeft> Ju- 
liana ! — Quite beyondlbe M,iss>KIii»st).ios. 
— St. Atbans will be enchanted.— !-£nc0Fe 
— " Oh, heaven-born Sympathy." 

Jtitiana sings again. 

Thy tear, thy «mile, :thy touch iditjne, . 
Oh, heav'n-bQrnSyiDpathy he mipe! 
'l3 ' 
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Enter Clarke precipitately^ with a look and 
voice calculated to raise great alarm* 

Clarke. Oh, my lady!— Oh, Miss 
Juliana ! — here's a catastrophe I 

lady C: Catastrophe ! what do you 
Buean, Clarke? 

Jid. Catastrophe ! speak, Clarice, can't 
yon? 

Clarke. Oh dear me 1 stars above ! — 
I'm sent to break it to my lady — but I'm 
so nervons ! — and yet I can't bear another 
should bare the telling it. — Mr. St. AU 
baofl. Ma'am, that has got soch a fall 
from bis horse. 

Lady C. Heareos ! — and before the 
guardian is named. 

Jtd. Mercy! — I told Beaucbamp it 
vould be so. 



Enter Popkin. 

Pop. Cacafogo, my lady, that fell 
with Mr, St. Albans on the stones. 



Ca.t::<iMCiOOtjl>J 



A DKAMA. S27 

Clarke. And left him lying for sense- 
less and speechless. 

P(^. Senseless, Miss Clarke ? not at 
all, nor speechless — qoite the contrary — 
for 'tis his shoulder is ont, and he was left 
screeching with the pain — ^you might 
hear him, they say, the length of the 
street. 

Jul. I don't believe one word of it- 
else I should faint, certainly. 

Clarke. Tis certain, sure is I stand 
here, my lady, that he had a cor0isipn 
on his skull. 

Jul. Contuiion do say at any rate, 
Clarke, and I don't believe it — or it 
would kill me. 

Lady C. Call Quaco to me, Fopkin, 
this instant. 

Pop. My lady, he's not within call. — 
He just darted in and out like an arrow, 
with a bottle of opodeldoc under his arm. 
Ma'am. — But what matter, when I saw 
Blagrare himself. 

Lady C. Call Blagrave ! you distract 
me. — Call Blagrave, Popkin. 
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Pop. (Calia^ behiRd the xenes.) Sodie- 
body there I call BlagrAve up to nqr 
lady. 

LadyC. Ctartce, jnm and stop Mre. 
St. Albans from comiDg dowOi and don't 
let her hear any thing. 

' Clarke. La> my lady, she has heard 
all— every sentence — ^from her owa tml- 
letto woman, who run up like crazed, 
before I could lay down my cup of tea 
out of my hand. 

Lady C. Heavens ! I mast go to Mrs. 
St. Albans— >no, I must stay — I mast 
hear — 

ltd. Blagrave's coming 1 — Now we 
shall hare it aH, and I dare si^ it is ^1 
lies. 

Enter Blagrave. 

Clarke. Very welt. Miss Jutiana, 
you'll Bud his shoulder is out. — Dlagravoi 
didn't Quaco tell me Mr. St. Albims's 
shoulder's out? 

Bla. .No.>— He told you, he didn't 
know but the slioulder was out 
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How was it f—Wjiere is St. Albans P^- 
and wb«re i^ my son i 

Bla. Mr. Beaubhunp 's below, my 
lady, with my lord — wbo's just returned 
from Newmarket. 

La^ C My lord arrived I that's 
fortunate ! — Popkin, go and tell my iord 
.1 beg to see him immediately. . 

£la. My lady, my lord's dressings 
I seed his own man. 

_Pop. But I say, Blagrave, did not. 
Mr. St. Albans get a fall that left him 
senseless on the stones, from Cacafogo. 

Bla. Why, my lady, [iunm^ from 
Clarke to Z^ef^ CoorttDgtoD) it .was not 
Ibe hoFse's fau't. It was Master St. 
Albuis that threw Cacafogo down. He 
.could not 'pull bim in coming through 
4be paik-gate, so when the bor»e.came 
t>n the stones he tripped, and threwed 
.the young gem'man — and this here, my 
lady, is the real state o' the ca^e.—As for 
CaoaftigOr-T-r 
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her face^QxiRco observes ber, but 
seems to take no notice.) 
Pep. It mast have been while we was 
alt standing here, that Mrs. St. Albans 
set off with herself. 

Clarke. True, for I seed her with my 
own eyesi when the miUetto woman opened 
her door. Well, I own I couldn't have 
believed Mrs. St. Albans conid have been 
80 quick in her nootioDs. 

Pop. The last person in Christendom, 
next to a snail, I'd ha* suspected of steal- 
ing a march on one. 

Jul. [Advancing^ OTid sighing.) Clarke, 
I was so terrified ! — didn't I grow strik- 
ingly pale i 

Clarke. Pale as a sheet. Ma'am, on a 
sudden 1 

Lady C. No place — no date to this 
note! 

(Lady Courtington puts Mrs. St. AU 
bans'j note into Jn]\a,TiB.'s hand — Juli- 
ana reads it, while Lady Courtington 
goes on speaking to Q.aaco — Popkin 
meanwhile, tries to peep at the note 
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gerfy lisieju^o^uff^'f wmena.) 

IMy C. Xn her tiunj^, .d^ar wul ! 

Mrs. "St* Albans jbas (orsot to s«)r whene 

she is. — Pray, Quaoo, wb^re is yi»r 

■poof master ? 

Siuaco. My lady, he lye op one ao& 
ID one house — Park-laqe. 
. Laih/ C. Who took him there* 
. Suaco. Me — Quaco, my lady, and de 
.groom of Mr. Onslow. 

Lady C. How came. Mr. Ooslftwfs 
groom to have any thing to dQ witblbe 
.-business? 

Qume. Me no Jcnow, my lady — he 
riding — leading master's horaeu).streetT— 
me DO see — me no know. 
Jul. He knows nothing ever.) 
Lady C. But yon were there yonoelf ? 
Quaco. My lady, yes. — Me was went 
wid message for Mr. Popkcy.-r— Me.going 
' thro' Park-lane — -just me den see massa 
gallop — massa fall — me run up — me help 
lift — me help carry massa into hpuse — 
(me^house of very good Ifidy. 
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iMdy C, Order tbe carriage to th« 
door, Popkin. 

Pop. {CfiUing.) Sopxeba6^y there!— 
<mler the cvriage to th« door for my lady. 

Ladg C. You p«ei) not wait here, 
Popkin. 

Fop. (Aside.) Need not I i 

{Exit Popkin t qfier mfkine a pirouette.) 

Jul. Nor you need not wait, Clarke. 

Clarke. Coma avay, £lpaco. — I ivas 
rigl^t, 'tis pl«w> »h9»i' thte sboutder-r>bti^ 
nobody never ey^p ioqvirgi]. {^tit j|fi>f 
04rke> mth a tosfr^wuwJvUomng.^ 

Jjtdy C. Stay. Qu4CP>— About the 
fboidder ?— your vastcf'e eboulder.f^I 
was afrdjd to inquire, 

Jul. And I was so afraid to bea^ the 
aoswer. — I knew I could not staod it— 
but I hope— I hope, Qiia<;o ? 

Quaco. (Aside.) Me see you no hope 
—you no fear— you no care— ipe tpli you 
noting. 

Jul. (Aside to her mother.) Make him 
speak, Munma, for he is a^ sUipid as a 
post. 
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Lady C. My good little fellow, don't 
you comprehend the question we ask y oa ? 

Quaco. Quaco no tell, my lady. 

LadyC. We ask whether your master's 
shoulder was put out by the fall ? — Surely 
you can tell that. 

Quaco. Quaco no telL 

Lady C. Then I conclude there is no- 
thing in it. 

Jul: So I said from the 6rst.— Did 
they really send for a surgeon, pray ? 

Quaco. Quaco no tell. 

Jtd. ^To Lady CoKtrtingtoDf aside.) Did 
you ever hear any thing like him. Mam- 
ma ? He provokes me more than I can 
express. {Aloud.) That's all. — You need 
not wait, Quaco. 

Siuaco. Tank ye. Miss. [Aside.) Glad! 
get back to massa quick. {Exit Quaco.) 

Jul. Stupid black ! — They may say 
' what they will, but I am clear. Mamma, 
those negroes are all naturally inferior. 

Lady C. Very true. — But my comfort 
is, my lord's arrived.-*-! wish they'd 
make baste with the carriage. — But I 
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don't understand about that groom.— 
Was it old Onslow's, op young Onslow's 
groom and horses ? 

JuL. I'm sure I can't gness. — But of 
course the lather and son have but one 
groom, as my brother says, they have but 
one horse between them. 

Lady C. May be — probably. — AH I 
know is, that this old Onslow is always 
crossing me every where like my evil 
genius. 

Jul. And that Arthur Onslow sticks 
to St. Albans on every occasion like a 
bur, there's no shaking him off. 

Lady C. Ring again for the carriage. 
— *Tis the most nervous thing waiting. — 
Blagrave's the slowest creature ! 

Jul, Such a coxcomb too! [Bingtng.) 
Yet one likes to have a coachman a bit 
of a coxcomb, and all one's people indeed. 

Enter Poplcin. 

Pop. Carriage at the door, my lady. 

Lady C. Juliana, throw a veil over 
your head, and send Clarke with a shawl 
for me to my lord's room. {Going.) 
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Jid. Yes, Manima.-^Biit, Mainait» 
you forget we've company to dinner. 

Lad^ C. I'll settle all that witb my lord. 

JuL Tbea rn get my veil — my Mech- 
lin veil. (£fi^ Juliana.) 

Lady C. And, Pppkin, ord^r Quaco 
to go with the carriage. 

{Lad^ CourtingtoQ goingt tftrns hack 
wkfn Popkin spgah.) 

Pop. Qaaco, my lady 1 — he was off 
again the minnte ever he was letoVft o' 
yOMf sight, 9)y lady. — Since bis master 
give \ttm bis liberty, there's no h(^ing 
that black boy — I do verily b'Jieve he's 
j^ew made o' qnicksilver. 

,La4nC. Very likely.— Then tellJam^ 
to go with us — and you'll be in attend- 
ance here. {Exit Ladj/ Courtingt^n.) 

pop. Attendance ! now that's what I 
hftte — 'specially, when I'm so cur'ous to 
see the windings-up and end of all things. 
Be in attendaoce ! — That's cool ! — Con- 
found attendance, say I. (ExitVo^l^iD.) 



c.3:iz«<,,Goo<i\c 



A t>ItAMA. 2^7 

SCENE III. 

Enter 'BX^^xtksefoUowed by Popkin. 

Bla. A word with yote. Pop, ftlbre ifty 
MJSy corned dbWh**— I've left James on ihe 
bo*, rrt tetl yb a p'ACii of my miitd,-» 
harkeei H^Rg it! I'm off, about this ht^ 
fifors^^'^bis CacafbgiO. 

Pop. Ay«, ay^, fM got ji Mibtite 

Jto. Th^ri frdt it, I IcneW kttt thbt 
would be, man alive !— 4)ut afYer all I Ai4 
zh& stA&, &dd swbrfe fat h\tti, Ivere's mhs- 
f^ BeaubhfitU^ Watits tb j<»ck£y ttie out 
ortb« fivtt gatiiiehi he pr^ihilsed, I iVMi't 
sitay wi' hfe--I woh't — I gi'him wat-bin^ I 
-did !-^Ail too close (iiited,en'e and aM, tor 
mfe.^I don't like a bon^ in any of thftif 
bodies, I don't. 

Pop. Like 7-*-whb does ? But what o* 
that. Not fortbve, hat fof itrtney's o*r 
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, en't it. Blag i And it 's not wbst 
■tbey give, but what we get, I reckon on. 

^a. Wli^, Pop, I'm not clear we 
ben't in the wrong box there again, ac- 
cording to Onslow's groom. 

Pop. Hey, how's that?— What of 
Onslow's groom ? 

Bla. I been having a word o' talk wt* 
' be, and wbat do you think, bat tbem 
Onslows has the finest place and house 
be tells, in all Buckinghamshire, and the 
most looked up to in the country. 

Pop, Tale of a cock and a bull, and a 
roasted soldier I what's that to you and I, 
Blag? 

Bla. Why this, — their sarvants has 
the finest time on't by all accounts — fine 
wages, punctual paid, good living, good 
usage, the best of roasters and mistresses! 

Pop. The best of flummery I — fudge 
' — country fudge. — I'm supprised, Blag, 
atnan like you, that knows the town— — 

Bla. Knows the town, — so I does, — 
but, bwkee now. Pop. — What d'ye think 
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ef timr footftiaii that ris to be butler» end 
come'd last year, to get from the master 
a twrm of his own ; and what's more, ia> 
mf opinioD, the old coachman^ in the 
face o' the country, settled up in a neat 
box of his own, with a green gate. Think 
o* that I— Curse me if I didn't begin to 
set you and I down for a couple of fools, 
in ca-parison. 

Pop. Pshaw] There's picking every 
where for than that knows how, — but 
town's the go for men of five feet ten. 

Bla. Confound me 1 tho*, if I shouldn't 
like a boose with a green gate, when I 
come'd to be foundered. 

Pop. Foundered I Long till then, with 
me at least, — good legs these to stand 
-upon, yet, I trust 

Bla. Yon knows best. — I've taken my- 
self off in time. 

Pop. I'll not make my bow. Blag, till 
I see how the guardianship goes. 

Bla. Why, then, I can tell you about 
that. 

Pop. Whatl Hey i— Howl tellf 
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M>« Badber reil— lofallof theaudTOs, I 
•could not make neither my speech n>r 
my bow. ConfiMmd it t suppose I, John 
Popkio, was to end by being one of tie 
wants a sifiatiori scrubs, myself! 

{Exit Popkia, mtkout a pirouette.) 



SCENE IV. 

A Poor Lodging. 

Mrs. St. Albans— St Alfaus is fying on an 
oldSqfa. 

St. Jib. Yes, I was stunned by the 
iall at first,— bnt I assure you, my dear 
moth«-, I am perfectly well again now, 
and you must not keep me here on a soUt. 
{Rising.) 

Mrs. St. Jib. But your shoulder, 
Quaco told me, is terribly hurt. 

Sk. JU). Never mind what Quaco 
told you,— he was so frightened, peor Mk 
low, be did not know what he saw or said. 
*Tis only a cut, and a twuise. 



r:„|. :iMG00tjl>J 



fi4S THE TWO GUARDIANS ; 

.Mrs. St. Jib. The surgeon said yen 
should foe Icept-quiet. 

St. Alb. Surgeons always say so.-^ 
But, dearmotber, whatsigniBes the pain 
of body compared with the pain of mind 
'I' have felt, and ma8t-fe«l,-^Beaucbanip, 
whom I thought my friend ! 

Mrs. St. Alb. To hazard my son's life 
for the sake of a few .guineas ! 

St. Alb. Then he would laugh it off, 
and tetl me,' ihat gentlemen in England 
call this only jockeying. — I can't, I won't 
believe it. 

Mrs. St. Alb. Believe it, no !— Who 
cpuM believe that any gentleman in Eng- 
land would conEture, with his coachman 
. OT his groom, to cheat his friend ? 

St. Alb. Blagrave's a rogue ; but there 
is a footman too, at Lady Courtington's, 
who has done infinite mischief. — Did Mr. 
Onslow tell you about Popkin, and the 
•tickets ? 

Mrs> St. Alb. Yes, all that he heard 
this morning in the bookseller's shop, from 
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- poor professor Lichenschwartz, about Ja- 
liana. — She has paid dearly for her' ac- 
complishmeDts. — Accomplishments !— 

. What are they, if trnthj if principle have 
been sacrificed ? 
Si. Jib. But her mother is more to 

. Uame than Juliana. 

Enter Mr. Beauchamp Conrtington, on 
the opposite side. 
Beau. So, St. Albans ! - glad to see yon 
alive, and a foot agun — ugly tumble. — 
. But don't take it to heart, man — come, 
shake hands, and be friends. 

St.Alh. Excuse me, Mr. Courtington: 
once I thought you my friend, but that 
time is past — for ever past ! 
. Beau. (With a forced laugh.) Why, 
.man, this is only what we call jockeying 
in England — fair between friends as well 
as foes, — follow my advice — take your 
revenge. — Jockey the firat fresh fellow 
you meet, — -jne, if you are up to it : — Tilt 
then, fare you well, 

{Exit Beauchamp Courtington.} 
M % 
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JStAlb. '*Tiatken,fa,rm>ea:* Arthnr 
OdsIoit, yoa were xighb— he nerer was, 
-never could be my frimd.— ^Bat bis sistn* 
■—oh, Juliana I still I cannot but thiok 
she has a dispositioa ai -amiable as her 
coonteDance is beautiful. 

Mrs. St. Aib. She ^ beaatifuU I srant. 



^. Alb. She has been much to blame, 
but still her heart, I hope— — 

Mrs. St, Alb. Her heart, you hopie, is 
yoprs. 

St. Alb. Hal here comes Quaco with 
an answer to your note. 

Enter ,Q.uaco. 

Quaco. Massfi, my lady and Miss 
, come ^oog, and see bow you do do ; — 
{aside) but dey no care for you, Massa. 

St. Alh. Juliana herself coming ! — 
There, mother ! there 1 is not this a proof? 
— Q-uaco, was she very much alarmed 
when she heard of my &I1 ?— ^Did she 
grow pale ? 

S^aco. Mossa, yes,— Miss grow pate 
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—very white.— {St. Albans turns to his 
mother with a look ^ triumph.— Qmv,zb 
cmiimies.) Very white I — cause Miss 
take rab de red off her two cheek— 
difl way— when she tiiik Quaco no see. 
—'{Mrs. St. Albans laaghs. — St. Albans 
iums Ait bach on Qaaco, and walks 
(Meay Jrom Aon.) Massa, no you be an- 
gry wid yonr own Qiiaco. — Oh, Massa, 
she want scmieting here ! — {striking his 
brat^.) 

St. JU>. Here com<es Mr. Onslow at 
I*st, 

Enier Mr. Onslow. 
Mr. Ons. My dear St. Albans, I'm 
rejoiced to see yon safe — I first beard 
your neck was broke. Then your neck was 
not broke, bat yonr skull was fractured — 
then your skull was not fractured, but 
yonr arm and your leg were broke, — and 
till I came to this house, I conld get no 
account of yonr accident that could in 
the least be depended upon. I know at 
present that yon have escaped with very 
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little damage, from the danger of a foon- 
dered horse and a false friend. 

Sl Alb. A false friend ! — Aye, there'* 
the worst of it. 

Mr. Otis. My groom savr this famoas 
Cacafogo after the fall: his knees were 
cut, where they had been injured before, 
and where the white hairs had been stained ' 
over, as a noble piece of jockey-fihip, by 
Mr. Beauchamp Courtington. 

St. Alb. Oh, Sir, as to Beaachamp, 
I have done with him for ever. 

Mr. 0ns. And Juliana ? — " your heart 
still hovering round about her?" 

St. Alb. Heavens ! She 's come — I'll 
meet her. {Exit kasti^.) 

2uaco. {Aside.) Oh, Massa ! Massa! 

take you care ! take you care ! — she no 

love, she never, no never, love like Massa ! 

[Lady Courtington's wice heard behind 

the scenes.) 

Well I'm so relieved ! — I'm so rejoiced ! 

Enter Lady Courtington, speaking. 
. Laity C. I was so frightened, Mrs. St.. 
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Albuis! — soshocked, my dear creature. — 

, {Puts one h(ind upon her ht;arl, leans the- 
other on Mrs. St. Albans'j arm.) 

Enter Juliana antf St. Albans. — St. Al- 
bans supports Juliana, who. seems to hi 
in great agitation. 

' Jul. I know it i» so fi>oUsh<to be so* 
nervous but I cannot help it some- 
times. So you really.arie safe, St. Albans P- 
(Juliana, and Mr. St. Albans retire alii-] 

He, and tali iq>art.y 
.. Ladjf C. And was not it a most pro- 
vidential thing, now, since he was- to 
meet with such a horrid accident, that it 
was so within reach of immediate. assist; 
ance ? 

Mrs. St. Jib. lam sure we are ex\. 
ceedingly obliged to the good people of 
this house. 

Mr. 0ns. But where is the kind- 
hearted lady of . it, who has taken yove 
into her lodgings ? — ^Tbe people of the 
hoose just told me that she is ill, and in 
distre^. 
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Mrs. St. AU}. P«FbapB she might b« 
^Ic to* see vfli and I sboM so Kfce to 
thank her. 

Mr. Qns, I will go and a>k whether 
afae can be sem. ifixit Mr. Onslow.) 

Lady C. T am stire we should all be de- 
lighted to see her !— one to whom we are 
so much obliged — riioald not we, Jntiana P 
— tiie Idnd-bearted lady, as Mr. Ondow 
saji, who received ovr St. Albans at his 
utmost need ? 

Jul. (Adoaacitig, and clasping her 
hatidt.) Oh, hovmudi obliged 1— Howl 
dnil love her 1 

Enter Mr. Ondow with Jlfr^ . Beauchamp. 

Lady Courttngton and Juliana start, and 
exclaim^ 

——Mrs. Beauchamp ! 

Qnaco. [To St. Albans.) Messa I — de 
poor ladj, — see now hear de truth, — now 
hearl 

St.AUf. Hush!— Qaaco. 

JtU. {Running vp affectionateh/ to Mrs. 
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Bnaohaiiip.) My dear Mrs. BeaDohuup, 
i« it really yoo ? 

JL»fy C. )foT« this is really quite ro- 
mantic. 

Jul When 1 said. Ham I shaH box 
hsr, I little tboagbt it was oQr awn old 
friend, Mrs. Beaachamp. — Our own re- 
lation. 

JLa^ C. My own god-daugbtcr-4et 
me preWBt you to Mrs. St. Albans. 

Mrs. St. Alb. Madam, wc retnni yoa 
«ur most sincere thanks for your kindness 
Vt my SOD. 

Mrs. Beau. Oh, madam, those who 
have suffered evil themselves are perhaps 
the most ready to reUeve it in others ^ — but 
there is so little in my power, — I hope the 
young gentleman is |iot mneh -hurl. 

Sf. Jib, Never was better in my life — 
accept my grateiul thanks. — {In a low 
voice.) Can I speak one word ? — ^I know 
I am — I must be, abrupt. 

{St. Albans takes her aside, '■■:a}kileWiid^'- 
Courtington and Jaliasa, 'tnramieii/'^ 
appear to speak to Mts, Si.^MbaaSy 
US 
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But watch from time to time, St. Al- 
bans andMrt.BeBLUchamp. — Quaco 
stands still — his ejfcs moving guicfcfy, 
and watching all that passes.) 
■ Quaco. Now, bow dey look> how dejr 
fear! — Now, Massa, you hear de triithT- 
poor lady I hope tell out all 1 all I 

Mrs. Beau. {Going up to Juliana.) I 
inust Dow^ Miss Courtington, return you 
my ackoowledgemeDts, When your foot- 
man, this morningj brought me down a 
one pound note, I tittle knew that in my 
basket you bad deposited — bywhatmeans 
I know not — a sum far beyond the debt 
yon owed me, — a present beyond ray ut- 
^o'stThopes ! — kind andgenerousi eren at 
the time I unjustly reproached you. 
Jul. Me! — {aside.) What can she meao? 

~. (Cluaco neither moves Tior speaks.) 

Mrs. Beau. [After wiping tears from 
her eyes, continues.) Not till after I re- 
turned home, did 1 discover — not till 
within these few minutes did I find the 
treasure you have given tome, to my chil- 
xlren, — the treasure that is in this purse. 



jLDRAHAj iSl 

JitL Treasure! — oh, don't meation 
web a trifle— say do morey— another 
time ■ 

Lady C. Yes, yes, another time> Mrs. 
Beaucbamp, pnty !r— a trifle not worth 
roentiooiog J 

Mrs. Seau. You cannot cM this a 
trifle 1 — {Prpducingthe piirse which Qm^cc^ 
had put into her basket, and holding it up fo 
viewi) 
. Suaco. [Aside.) Quaco no speak, 

Jul. Oh dear ! don't mention it^ I in- 
sist. 

Lady C. (^ft'tff.) What :caD it. all 
mean — St. Albans looks between life and 
death. 

[^i. M\)va& advanctTig eagerly to, look at 
the purse.). 
■ Jui {Covering it with her Mnds.).Ohi 
don'tl'don't shew! — of aU thingSj -I so 
hate ostentation. 

St. Alb. Mrs. Beauehamp ! — I must 
.bc^gr— allow me fot one moment to look 
At that purse. {Mrs, Beftuchamp puts it 
into his hffnds,) 
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StJ&. It is I-^Heftvens ! itcertubly 
is Qaaco ! This ig the puFse I gave him 
this morning. 

Mrs. Beau. Qaaco '. 

Quaco. MassB, — Q^iaco coald ootbelp 
give — MasEB no ask Quaco more.- 

Mrt. Beau. Esicellent creatvpe, uid I 
owe this to yon ! 

St. Alb. And not to Juliana! 

(St. Albans puts his hands before his 
face^ and leans on Mr. OmIow's 
fhoulder.) 

Mf- 0ns. [Aside.) Poor fellow !— and 
there sheBtandi in contrast with this n^^ 
boy I 

Mrs. St. Alb. {Aside.) Ob, shama 1«-I 
dare not raise my eyes. 

JtU. (Aside.) So I make a pretty fi- 
gure. (Ahad.) Mammal I don't feel 
very well — I think you had better take 
me into the air. — [Mrs. Beauchunp gaes 
to support JqUmml) 

LadyC. Since yon are <o kind, Mrs. 
Beanchemp — tf you will take ^er into the 
air }<— Juliana is subject to Aesc (luags. 
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Mrs. Beau, (leading Julima i^,) I 
am uDcerely lOrry for it. . {E:fKunt.) 
(St. Albani sigbs deepig.—'They dU stand 
.silent/or a moment.) 

Mr. Ons, {Aside.) How cosseience- 
stfuck Lady CourtiDgtoQstftndB.—rAU her 
fsshioadile floeocy gooe. 

Mrs. St. Alh. [Aside.) 'Twould be bHt 
charity to flpeftk,-T.-l>at what to say !•« 
Who will spc^ next ? 

Lad^ C. (Jfide,) Tb« game's up* I 
&ar.bat I'll not throw down mycards-— 
{Aloud.) In the midst of all thi>»— to iq9, 
incomprsheiisible> vtd, at fdl events, i|i- 
conBequantial detneli, or ivisunderstand- 
ing about I don't know what* we have 
Mtoally forgotten, my dear Mr?. St. Al- 
buun-and St. Aibaos. my dear — and Mr, 
Onslow* to tell you that niiy Iprd i# ar* 
rived, and so impatient, my beloyed 3tt 
Albans 

St. Alb. Beloved /-^Spare me. Lady 
Coartington.— Decided as I aip, I will 
not keep you. Madam, ou9 nAQfjaent ia 
suspense. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



Sir Wiluah Hahden 
Chkutt Gallacheb . 
Mx. Akdkbw Hops . 
OWSN LuuuK . . . 
GaiUT ...... 



r An elderly Btglith Gen- 
\ lleman. 

(I^tadlord <tf an Irith 
\ village Ain. 
^A Dnait'Oiyor in a 
\ Scotch regimeia. 
CTTte Son qf the Widom 
J Larken — he u a Boy 
l_ qf about fifteen. 
<An Eialish Seremt nf 
\ Sir WiUiam Hamien. 



MiH CHau 



C A young 

■ I qfSl 

i den. 



M«sFtoiiWDAG*LtAaHEE Y^'^'^ChrU'yGia. 

f Mother Iff Owen and <^ 
• \ Mabel. 
f Daughter qf the Widow 

BiddtDoyls .... Maid qf the Inn. 



Thk Widow Lahicsn . 
Mabel Lakkeh . , , 



Band qfa Regimau. 
SCENE.— The VUlage i^Bamow, n Inland. 
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ACT I. 



J Dressing-Hoom in Sannow-Castle^ 
in Ireland, 

Enter iSir William Hatnden, in his Mom- 
it^ Gown. 

Sir W. £v£RY thing precisely in on 
der, even in Ireland ! — laid, I do believe, 
ai the very same angle at which they 
used to be placed on my own dressing- 
table, at Hamden-p)ace> in Kent. Ex- 
act Gilbert ! most punctual of valet de 
chambres !— 4uid a young fellow ai he is 
too ! It is admirable I — Aye, though be 
looks as if he was made of wood, and 
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moves like an aatomaton, he has a wann 
heart, aod a true English spirit — true 
bora English every inch of him. Never 
was man more prepossessedj perhaps pre- 
judiced, ID favor of bis own coantry, and 
his own county. I remember him, whea 
first I saw him ten yean ago at his &- 
ther's, farmer Ashfield's, at the harvest- 
home i there was Gilbert in all his glory, 
seated on the top of a hay-rick, singing, 

. " Then nng io pniae of men t^Ktat, 
" So loyal, brare, and free ; 

^ Qf Britain's racc^ if <ne «q;rpvi^ 
" A man of Kent ii he !" 

How he broni^t himself to qtrit the men 
of Kent to come to Ireland with me, is 
wonderful. However, now be is here, I 
hopeheis tolerably happy: Iraustaskthe 
question in direct terms, for Gtlbwt would 
never apeak till spoken to, let bim feel 
what he might. 
Sir W. (Calls.) GUbert !— Gilbert ! 

Enter Gilbert. 
Giib. Here, Sir. 
Sir W^ Gilbert, now you have bee 
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in Ireland some weeks, I hope you are 
not unhappy. 

Gilb. No, Sir, thank you. Sir. ' 
Sir W. But are you happy, man ? ' 
Glib. Yes, Sir. thank you. Sir. 
(Gilbert retires, and seems busy arroTtg- 
iMf bis master's clothes,— -Sir William 
cotUinues dressing.) 
■ Sir W. {Aside.) Yes, Sir, thank you. 
Sir. — ^As dry as a chip— sparing of his 
words, as if they were his last. Some 
masters complain that their servants wilt 
talk too much, hut Gilbert's only fault is, 
his taciturnity. And the fellow can talk 
if he would — has humour too, if one 
conld get it out ; and eloquence, could I 
but touch the right string, the heart- 
string, — I'll try again. {Aloud.) Gilbert ! 
Gilb. Yes, Sir. {comes forward respect- 
JVh,-) 

Sir W. Pray what regiment was it 
that was passing yesterday, through the 
village of Bannow P 

Gilb. I do not know, indeed, Sir. 
Sir W. That is to say, you saw they 
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were Highlanders, and that was enough 
for yoQ — You are not fond of the Scotch, 
Gilbert? 

Gilb. No, Sir, I can't say as I be. 

Sir W. But, Gilbert, for my sake you 
must conquer this prejudice. I bave 
many Scotch frieods whom I shall go to 
visit one of these days, — excellent friends 
they are ! 

Gilb. Are they. Sir. — If so be you 
found them so, I will do my best, I'm 
sure. 

Sir W. Then pray go down to the inn 
here, and inquire if any of the Scotch 
officers are there? 

Gilb. I will. Sir. X hetu'd say the 
officers went off this morning. 

Sir W. Then you need not go to in- 
quire for them. 

Gilb. No, Sir. Only as I hear say, 
the drum-major and band is to stay a few 
days in Bannow, on account of their 
wanting to enlist a new bugle- boy. I was 
a thinking, if so be, Sir, you thought well 
■ of it, on account you like- these Scotch, 
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I'd better to step down and see bow ttM 
tapa be as to beiag comfortable. 

Sir W. That's right, do. Pray bave 
tbey tolerable accommodations at the inn 
in this village ? 

Gilb. {Smiling) I can't say much for 
thdt. Sir. 

Sir W. {Aside.) Now I shall set him 
going. {Aloud.) What ! the inn. here is 
not like one of our English inns on the 
Bath road. 

Gilb. {Suppressing a Itaigh.) Bath 
. road ! — bless yon. Sir, it's no more like 
an inn on the Bath road, nor on any 
road, cross or bye road whatsomderer, as 
ever I seed in England. — ^No more like 
— no more like than nothing at all, Sir! 

Sir W. What sort of a place is it then? 

Gilb. Why, Sir, I'd be ashamed almost 
to tell yon. — Why, Sir, I never seed such, 
a place to call an inn, in all my bom 
, days afore. — First and foremost. Sir, 
there's the pig is in and out of the 
kitchen all day long, and next the calf 
- has what they call the run of the kitchen^ 
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lo what with them brute beasts, wad the 
poultry that has oo «oop, and is always 
voder one's feet, or over oue's beadi — 
the kitchffli is do place for a christian, 
eren to eat his bread and cheese in. 

Sir fF. Wdl, ao.moch for the kitchen. 
— But the parlor— they hare a parlor, I 
jnippoflef 

a^. Yes, Sir* they have a parlor, 
« they may call it, if they think proper. 
Sir.— But then again, an honest Englidi 
lanaer would be qfeard on his life to stay 
in it, on account of the ceiling just a 
coming down a' top (^ his head. — And if 
he should go up stairs. Sir, why that* s 
as bad again, and worse. — For the half 
of them there stairs is rotten, and ever so 
many polled (k>wn and hnmt. 

Sir W. Burnt '—the stairs ? 

GUb. Burnt, Sir, as sure as I'm 
standing here ! — burnt. Sir, for fuel one 
scarceyeaVi as they says, Kr. — Moreover, 
when a man does get up the stairs. Sir, 
why he is as bad off again, and worse ; 
for the floor of the place, they calls the 
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bedchamber^ shakes at every step> as if U 
was a comiDg down with one^f apd the 
walls has alt cracks, from top to toeo-Huid 
th^^'s rat-boles, or holes o': some sort or 
t'other, all in the floor j so that if a man 
don't pick his steps curiously, bis leg 
must go down through the ceihng below. 
— 'And moreover, there's holes over head 
throDgfa the roof. Sir, .so that if it r^ins, 
it can't but pour on the .bed. — Tbey tell 
BQe. they used for to shift tfaebedfromone 
place to another, to find, as they siay, the 
dry comer J but ifow the floor is grown so 
crazy, they dare not stir the bed for their 
lives,- 

Sir W. Worse and worse. 

Gilh. And moreover, they have it now 
in the worst place in the whole room. 
Sir. — Close at the head of the bed where 
there is a window, with every pane broke, 
and some out entirely, and the women's 
petticoats and the men's hats just stack 
in to stop all for the night, as they sfiy. 
Sir. (Gilbert tries to sti^ his laughter.) 

Sir W. Laugh out, honest Gilbert.^ 
N 
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Sir W. Could spare you, Gilfamt !— 
I tmll spare yon, whether I can coo- 
veoientty or not. If I hu) an oppor- 
tunity of establisbins advantageously • 
Bian who has servect me fa'ithfiiHy for ten 
JWS9, do you think I would not pat 
myself to a litde ineonveaience to do it ^ 
T— Gilbert, you do iwt know Sir William 
HiUMden. 

Gilb. Thank you. Sir, but I do— 4nd 
I should be main sorry to leaw yon, 
that's aartain, if it was sren to be land- 
lord of the best inn in all England. — I 
know I should. 

Sir W. I believe it.— But, stay— let 
us understand one another— I am not 
tidkiag of England, and perhaps yon 
are not thinking of Ii^and. 

Gilb. Yes, Sir, but I am. 

Sir W. You are ! I am heartily glad 
to bear ib, for then I can serve, you di- 
rect^. This young heiress, my niece, 
to whom Uiis town belongs, has a new 
inn ready baHt. 

N2 
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Gilb. I know. Sir. 

iSir W. Then, Gilbert, write a pro- 
posal for this iDn^ ifyou wish for it, and 
I will speak to my niece. 

Gilb. {Botoing.) I thank yon, Sir — 
only I hope I shall not stand in any honest 
man's light. As to a dishonest man, I 
can't say I value standing in his light, 
being that he has do right to have any, as 
I' can see. 

. SirW. So, Gilbert, yon will settle in 
Jreland at last? — I am heartily glad to 
dee you have bvercome your prejudices 
against this country. — How has this been 
brought about ? 

Gilb. Why, Sir, the thing was, I 
didn't know nothing about it, and there 
was a many lies told backwards and for- 
wards of Ireland, hy a many that ought 
H) have known better. 

Sir W. And now that you have seen 
with your own eyes, you are happily 
convinced, that in Ireland the men are 
not all savages. 
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Gilb. No« Sir, do ways savage, except 
in the article of some of them going 
bare-footed; but the men is good men, 
most of them. 

<^ir W, And the women ? — You find 
that they hare not wings on their 
shoalders. 

Gilb. No, Sir. {Smiling.) And I'm 
glad they have not got wings, else they 
might fly away froni ua, which I'd be 
sorry for — some of them. 

{JJier making this speech, Gilbert steps 
back, and brushes his master's hat 
diligentb/.) 
SirW. {Aside.) Ha! is that the case ? 
. Now I understand it ail. — *Tis fair, that 
Cupid, who blinds so many, should open 
the eyes of some of his votaries. (Jload.) 
When you set up as landlord in your 
new inn, Gilbert, (Gilbert comes for- 
ward) you will want a landlady, shall 
not you i 

Gilb. {Falls back, and anstvers.} I 
shall. Sir, I suppose. 
■ Sir W. Miss — what's her name ? the 
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Berve you in wlietever way jcm like best, 
Gilbert. 

Giib. Oh> dear master l—~Ican*i8{ttaka 
you u« so good to me, "and alw^s w&s~ 
too good !'— so I say DOthtng.-'-Oaty I'm 
not ungrateful— 1 know I'm not ungrate 
ful, that 1 am not 1 And as to the reit 
there's not a tboaght I bave yoa'd don- 
descend for to know— bat yioQ sliould 
know it as soon as nsy mother—^sA's to 
say, as soon as ever I knovved it myeelf. 
. — Bvt, Sir, the thing is tbis> since yoa'rc 
so good to let me wpcak to yon, Snr. 

Sir W. Speak oa, pray, my good 
fellow. 

GiU). Then. Sir, the thing is this.— 
There's one girl, they say, has set her 
thoughts upon me — now I don*t like she, 
because why I loves another; hot I 
should not chuse to say so, on account 
of it's not being over and above civil, and 
on account of ray not knowing yet for 
sartin whether or not the girl I loves, 
loves me, being 1 never yet could bring 
myself to ask her the question — I'd rather 
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not mention her name neither, tiH I be 
more at a sartinty. — Bat sinceyou be so 
kind. Sir, if yon be so good to give me 
till this evening. Sir, as I bare now with 
the hopes of the new inn an indepen- 
dency to offer ber, I will take courage, 
rad I shall have her answer soon, Sir — 
-and I will let yoii know with many 
thanks. Sir, whether — whether my heart's 
broke or not. [Exit Gilbert, hastily,) 

Sir W. (Ahne.) Good, affectionate 
creature ! — Bat who would have thought, 
that .out of that piece of wood a lover 
could be made? — This is Cupid's de- 
light ! {Exit Sir William.) 
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SCENE II. 

Parlor (ff the Inn at Banrum, 

Miss Florinda Gallagher, sola.^ 

Various articles of dress on ike ^or—a 
looking-glass propped up on a chest — 
Miss Gallagher is kneeling h^ere the 
glass, dressing her long hair, which hangs 
over her shoulders. 



thiB glass, that it is not flattering at all 
the day. — The spots and cracks in it is 
making me look so full of freckles aud 
crow's feet — and my hair too that's such 
a 6gur$, as straight and as stiff, and as 
stubborn as a presbyterian. — See ! it won't 
curl for me — so it is in the papillotes it 
must be j and that's most genteel. 

{Sound qf a drum at a distance — Miss 
Gallagher starts up and listens.) 

Miss G. Hark till I hear! — Is not 

that a drum I hear ? — Aye, I had always 

N S 
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a quick ear for the drum from my cradle. 
— And there's the whole band — but it's 
only at the turn of the avenue. — It's on 
parade they are. — So I'll be dressed and 
dacent before they are here, I'll engage. 
And it's my plaid scarf I'll throw orer 
all, elegant for the Highlanders, and I 
don't doubt but the. drum- major will be 
conqulst to it at my feet afore night — 
and what wilt Mr. Gilbert say to that? 
and what matter what he says ? — I'm not 
bound to him, especially as he never 
' popped me the question, being so pre- 
posterously bashful, as them Englishmen 
have the misfortune to be. — But that's 
not my fault any way. — And if I happen 
to find a more shutable match, while 
he's turning the words in bis mouth, 
who's to blame me? — My father, sup- 
pose ! — And what matter? — Have not I 
two bnndred pounds of my own down on 
the nail if the worst come to the worst, 
and why need I be a slave to any man^ 
fether or other?— But he'll kill himself 
soon with the whiskey^ poor man* at the 
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rate he's going.— Two glasies now far 
his mornings, and his mornings are going 
on all 6&J. There he is, roariog. (Mr. 
G^Isgher heard singing.) You can't 
come in here. Sir. {She holts the door.) 

Enter Christy Gallagher, kicking the door 
open. 

Christjf. Can't I, dear? — what will 
hinder nteP — Give me the kcnf of the 
spirits, if you pl&se. 

Miss G. Oh, Sir ! sees how yoo are 
walking through alt my things. 

Christy. Andthey on the floor! — where 
else should I walk, but on the floor, pray. 
Miss Gallagher 7— Is it, like a fly, on the 
oeiling you'd have me be, walking with 
my head upside down, to plase you. 

Miss G. Indeed, Sir, whatever way 
you're walking, it's with your head up- 
side down, as any body may notice, and 
that don't plase me at all — isn't it a 
shame, in a morning ? 

Christy. Phoo! don't be talking of 
•faame, you that knows notbiog about it. 
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But lead me the kay or the ' spirits, 
Florry. 

' Miss G. Sir, my name's {"lorinda— 
%nd I've not the kay of the spirits at all, 
nor any such vulgar things 

Chrisly. Vulgar ! is it the kay ? 

Miss G. Yes, Sir, it's yery vulgar to 
be keeping of kays. 

Christy. That's lucky, for I've lost all 
mine now. Every single kay I have in 
the nide world now I lost, barring this 
kay of the spirits, and that must be gone 
after the rest too, I b'tieve, since you 
know nothing of it. unless it be in this 
li^e chist. (Christy goes to the chest) 

Miss G. Oh mercy. Sir ! — Take care 
of the looking-glass, which is broke al- 
ready. Oh then, father, 'tis not in the 
chist 'pon my word and honor now, if 
you'll b'lieve; so don't be rummaging of 
lUl my things. (Christy persists in opemng 
the chest.) 

Christy. It don't signify, Florry; I've 
granted myself a gineral sarch- warrant, 
dear, for the kay j and by the blessing, 
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I'U go clane to the bottom p' this chist. 
[Aiisi Gallagher writhes in agora/.) -Why 
what makes you stand twisting there like 
»D eel or an ape, child ?— What, in the 
name of the ould one, is it you're afeard 
on ? — Was the chist full now of love- 
letter scrawls from the Grand Signior or 
the Pope itseir, you could not be mora 
tinder of them. 

Miss G. Tinder, Sir ! — to be sure, 
when it's my best bonnet I'm thinking 
on, which you are mashing entirely. 

Christy. Never fear, dear ! I won't; 
mash an atom of the bonnet, provided 
always, you'll mash these apples for me, 
jewel. {He takes apples out qf tlie chest.) 
And wasn't 1 lucky to find them in it? 
Oh, I knew I'd not sarch this chist for 
nothing. — See how they'll make an iligaot 
apple-pie for Mr. Gilbert now, who 
loves an iligant apple-pie above all 
things — your iligant self always excipted, 
dear. 

[Miss Gallagher makes a slight curtsy^ 
but motions the apples from her.) 



Ca.t::<iMCiOOtjl>J 



97» THE ROSE, &C. 

Miss G. Give the apples then to the 
^irl. Sir, and she'll maltt yon the pi«, fot 
I SD{^ose she knows how. 

Christy. Aod don't you then, Flopry f 
Miss G. And how should 1, Sir ?— 
Yon didn't send me to the dancing- 
school of Ferrioafad to larn me to make 
apple-pies, I conclude. 
" Christy. Troth, Florry, 'twas not I 
sint you there, sorrow fut (foot) but. 
your mother; only she's in her grave, and 
it's bad to be talking ill of the dead any 
way. But be that bow it will, Mr. Gil- 
bert must get the apple-pie, for rasoDS 
of my own that need not be mintioned. 
So, Biddy! Biddy, girl ! Biddy Doyle! 

Enter Biddy, rttnairtg with a ladie in hgr 

hand. 

Christy. Drop whatever you have in 
your hand, and come here, and be 
hanged to you. And had you no ears 
to your head, Biddy } 

Biddy. Sure I have. Sir— ears enough. 
Only iJiey are bothering me so without. 
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that pig and the dog figtitiog, that I 
could not hear ye calling at-alUat>aU.— . 
'Wliat is it? — For I'm skimming the 
pota and caa't lave it. (Miss Gallagher 
goes on dressit^.J 

Christy^ It's only these apples, see ! — 
You'll make me an apple-pie, Biddy, 
smart. 

Biddy. Save OS, Sir!— And how will 
I- ever get time, when I've the hash to 
make for them Scotch yet ? Nor can 
I tell, for the life of me, what it was I 
did with the onions and scallions nei- 
ther, barring by great luck they'd be 
in and under the press here, — (Running 
to look under the press) — which they are, 
praised be God! in the far corner. 
(Biddy stretches her arm under the press.) 

Christy. There's a nice girl, and a 
'cute diver girf, worth a dozen of your 
Ferrinafads. . 

(Biddy throws the onions outjrom under 
the press, while he speaks.) - 

Miss G. Then she's as idle a girl as 
treads the earth, in or out of shoe-leather. 
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for there's my bed that she has not made 
yet, and the stairs with a month's dust al- 
ways ! aod never ready by any chance 
to do a pin's worth for one, when one's 

dressing. 

. {A drum heard s the sound seems to be 
approaching near.) 
Christy. Blood ! the last rowl of the 
drum, and I not got the kay of the spirits. 
Miss G. Ob, saints above ! what's 
gone with my plaid scarf?— and my hair 
behind, see ! 
Miss Gallagher twists up her hair be* 
hind — Biddy gathers up the onions into 
her apron, and exit hastih/. — Christy 
runs about the room in a distracted 
martner, looking under and over eoen/ 
thing, repeating-^'The kay / the kay! 
the kay I) 
Chi-hly. For the whiskey must be had 
for them Scotch, and the bottled beer too 
for them English ; and how will I get all 
or any without the kay ? Bones, and dis- 
traction ! 
Miss G. And my plaid hanke'cher 
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that must be had> and where will I find it } 
— in the name of all the damons in this 
chaos you've made me out of the chist, 
father i And how will I git all in again, 
before the dram-major's in it i 

Christy. {Sweeping up a heap (if things 
in his arms, and throwing them into the 
chest.) Very asy, sure ! this wayfl. 

Miss G. (parting forward.) There's 
the plaid handkecher. — {She draws it out 
from the heap under her father's arm, and 
smooths it on her knee.) But, oh I father, 
faow you are making hay of my things ! 

Christy. Then I wish I could make 
hay of them, for hay is much wanting 
for the horses that's in it. 

Miss G. (Putting on her plaid scarf.) 
Weary on these pins ! that I can't stick 
any way at all, my hands all trimble so. 
—Biddy I Biddy I Biddy ! Biddy, can't 
ye? — (Re'CnterBiddy, looking beaildered.) 
Just pin me behind, girl — smart. 

Christy. Biddy, is it ?— Biddy, girl, 
come over and help me tramp down this 
hay.— {Christy yuwqRF into the chest.) 
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Miss G. Ob, Biddy, run and stop him, 
fortheloveof God I with his brogves and 
big feet. 

Biddy. Ofa, marcy! tiibt'g too 1>ad, 
Sir ; get oat io' that if you ^eaM, or Miae 
florry will go mad, sure ! taid the major 
that's coning up Uie street,— Oh, Sir, if 
you plase, in the name of mercy I 

Ckristy. (Jtanping ob/.) Why, then, 
sittle it all yonrtelf, Biddy, and success 
to yon i hot you'll no nwre get aH in 
agun afote Christmas, to the best of my 
dpinion, no moie, see 1 than yoB*d gcit 
bottled porter, froth and all, into the bot- 
tle again, once it was oat. 

Miss G. Sach comparisons \—~{ttasing 
back ker kead.) 

Christy. And caparisons '—-(/lotit^n^ 
to the^^Kcry on i&r ,fii>or.) But in the mid- 
dle of it all, lend me the polKr, which 
wilt answer for the master-kay, sor« !— 
that poker that is faonlding up the win- 
dow—can't ye, Biddy i 

(Biddy ntns and ptiBs the poker hast^ 
from under ike sash, which sudden^ 
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and breaks.) 

Christy. Murder! and no glazier ! 

Miss G. Then, Biddy, of ^1 girls, 
^iveordead, yon're the awk'ardest, vul- 
garest, imIi)cki«M to touch any thing at 
aU! 

Biddy. {Picking up the glass.) 1 can't 
think what's come to the glass, that 
makes it break so asy the day ! sure I 
done it a hundred times the same, and it 
sever broke wid me afore. 

Christy. Well ! stick up a petticoat, 
or something of the ^ind, and any way 
lend me hould of the poker> for in lieu of 
a kay, that's the only frind in need! 

{Exil Christy wilh the poker.) 

Miss G. There, Biddy^ lAiait will dii — 
my how. Just shut down the Iid» VM't 
ye } and find me my other shoe. Biddy—- 
then, lave that, — come eat o' that, do 
girl, and see the bed !-*^nR there, turn it 
up just any way j—- <and, Biddy, run bere^ 
— atick me this tortoise comb in the back 
•f my head o h ! {screante and starts 
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awaiffrom Biddy.) You rao it fairly iato 
my brain, you did ! you're the grossest ! 
heavy handiest ! — fit only to wait on 
Sheelah na Ghirah, or the like. — {Turm 
amayfrom Biddy with an air of utter con^ 
tempt.) But I'll go and resave the major 
properly. — (Twmj back as she is going, and 
says to Biddy.) Biddy, settle all here, can't 
ye? — Turn up the bed, and sweep the 
glass and dnst in tbe dust comer, for its 
here I'm bringing him to dinner, — so 
settle up all in a minute, do you mind me, 
Biddy ! for yoar life ! 

{Exit Miss Gallagher.) 

Biddy, aloTte. — {Speaking while she puis 
things in the room in order.) 
Settle up ^ in a minute I — asy said ! — 
and /or my Ufe too ! — Why, then, there's 
not a greater slave than myself in all Con- 
nanght, or the three kingdoms, — from 
the time I get up in the morning, and 
that's afore the flight of night, till I get 
to my bed again at night, and that's 
never afore one in the morning.— But I 
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^vouldo't value all one pio's point, if it 
was kind and skivil (ciril) she^vas to me.' 
But afler I strive, and strive to the ot- 
most and beyand, — [sighs deeply) and 
when I fonnd tlie innions, and took the 
apple-pie off her handa^, and settled her- 
behind, and all to the best of my poor 
ability for her, after, to go and call 
me Sheelah na Ghirah t though I doa't 
rightly know who that Sheelah na Ghirah 
was, from Adam ! — But still it's the bad 
language I get, goes to my heart. — Oh^ ' 
if it had but plased heaven to have cast 
me my lot in the service of a raal jantle- 
nian or lady, instead of the likes of these \ 
Now, I'd rather be a dog in his honor's 
or her honor's house, than lie under the 
tongue of Miss Gallagher, as I do,— to 
say nothing of ould Christy. 

Miss Gallagher'j voice heard, callings ■ 
Biddy! Biddy Doyle 1 Biddy, can't 
ye? 

Biddy. Here, Miss, in the room, 
readying it, I am. 
Christy Gallagher's voice beard, calli^. 
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Biddy LBiddj Doyle!— Biddy, girl I 
What's come o* that girl, that's always 
OBt o' the way idling, when wanted.-— 
Hi^ue take her ! 

Biddy. Saints above 1 hear him now ! 
—But I scorn to answer. 

Screaming louder in mingled voices--- 
Christy'j and Miss GdlagherV. 

Biddy I— Biddy Doyle !— Biddy, girl ! 

Afr. Gaucher. {Putting m his head.) 
Biddy ! sorrow take ye ! are ye in it f — 
And- yon are, and we cracking onr vitiUs 
cidting you. — "What is it yon're dallying 
here for. — Stir! stir! dinner! Hanna- 



{He draws back his Head, and Exit.) 

Biddy, alone. 

Coming then ! — Sare it's making np 

the room, I am with all speed, and the 

Bed not made, after all \--{T%rows up the 

press-bed.) — But to live in this here 
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boiise« giri or boy» one had need have the 
lives of nine cats itsdf> and the legs of 
forty. [Exit.) 



SCENE III. 

7%e Kitchen of the Im, 

Miss Florinda Oallagher. Mr. Christy- 
Gallagher. 

B<^sandMen belongijig to theBand't in the 
back Sceite. 

Mr. G. [To the band.) The girl's com- 
ing as fast as possible to get yees yoar 
dinners, jantlemen, and sorrow better 
dinner than she'll gtre yon: you'll get all 
instantly. — (TbJI^^Gallagher.) And am 
not I telling yen, Florry, that the Drum- 
major did not come in yet at all, but went 
oat through the town, to see gefe a billet 
and bed for the sick man they're got. 

EnUr Kddy> sti^ and. listens. 
Miss G. I wonder the m^or didn't 
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have the ouaaDers to step in. zad spake 
to the lady first* — was be an Inshmao, he 
would. 

Biddy. Then- it's my wonder he 
wouldn't step in to take bis dinner first — 
was be an EDglishman, he would. — ^Bat 
it's lucky for me and for bioi be didn't, 
becaase he conldn'tj for it won't be ready 
this three-quarters of an hoi^r— only the 
Scotch broth, which boiled over. 

(Biddy retires, and goes on cooking. — 
Mr. Gallagher JUls out a glass tf 
spirits t» each of the band.) 

Miss G. Since the major's not in it, 
I'll not be staying here — for here's only 
riff-raflf triangle and gridiron boys, and a 
black-a-moor, and that I never could 
. itfand, so I'll back into the room. — Shew 
the major up, do yon nuad, father, as 
soon as erer he'd come. 

Mr. G. Jantlemen all 1 here's the 
king's health, and confusion worse con- 
founded to his enemies, for yen ; or, if ye 
like it better, here's the plaid tartan and 
fiUibeg for yees, and that's a comprehen- 
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sive toast — will give ye an appetite for 
■your dinnera.— (7j^ drink in sHertce.) 
Miss G. Did ye hear nie> iather ? 
Mr. G. Aye, aye. — Off with ye ! 
{Exit Miss Gall^her, twsmg back her 
head. — Christy pours out a glass qf 
whiskey for kitnse^, and xvith appro- 
priate graces of the elbow and little 
fingett swaUows it, making faces qf 
delight.) 
Mr. G. Biddy ! Biddy, girl, ye!— 
See the pig putting in his nose — keep him 
out, — can't ye i 

Biddy. Hunrush ! hurrush ! — {Shaking 
her apron.) Then that pig's as siosible as 
any Christian, for he'd run away the mi* 
onte he'd see nie. 

Mr. G. That's manners o' the pig. — 
Pat down a power more turf, Biddy : — 
see the jantlemen's gathering round the 
fire, and has a right to be could in their 
knees this St. Patrick's day in the morn- 
ing — for it's Mftfch, that comes in like a 
lion, — but that's an English saying of 
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Mr. Gilbert's, »iid I doo't know ihe end 
well. 

(7^ itmd^ tbirmg th^ speech 'appear to 
bespeaking to Biddy. — She comes for- 
ward, to Mr, Gallagher.) 

Mr. G. Wbat is it they are wbisper- 
ing 'snd conjuring, Biddy ? 

Bidify. 'Twas only axing me they 
Were, could Mey all get beds the night 
in it. 

Mr. G. Beds ! aye can yees, and for 
a dozen more — only the room above is 
tinder in the joists, and I would not clius« 
to pnt more on the floor than two beds, 
and one shake-down, which will answer 
for five; for it's a folly to talk,— I'H tell 
you the troth, and not a word of lie. — 
Wouldn't it be idle to put more of yees 
in the room than it could hold, and to 
have the floor be coming through the 
parlor ceiling, and so spoil two good 
rooms for one night's bad rest, jantlemen? 
-—Well, Biddy, what is it they're saying? 

Biddy. They say they don't nnder- 
atand — can they have beds or not ? 
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Mr. G. Why, body and bones t—;^o, 
— theo, since ntrthing else will they coin- 
prebend, — no, — only five, say,— five can 
sleep in it. 

{The hand divide into two parties.-^— Five 
remain, and the others xvalk off in si- 
lence.) 
Biddy. Aod it*s into the room you'd 
best walk up, had not yees, five jande- 
men, that sleep ? 

{Tke^e walk into the parlor — Mr. Gal- 
lagher preparing to follow, carrying 
whiskey bottle and jug-^nms back, 
and says to Biddy.) 
Mr. G. Is it dumb they ar« all p or 
innocents ? 

'Biddy. Not at all innocents ! no more 
than myself nor your self. — Nor dumb 
neither, only that the Scotch tongue 
can't spake English as we do. 

Mr: G. Ob! if that's all, after dinner 
the whiskey punch will make 'em spftke, 
I'll engage. 

[Exit Mr. Gallagher.) 
Biddy. Tis I that am glad they've taken 
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themselves away, for there's no cooking 
with all the men ia the 6re. 

Enter Mr. Andrew Hope, Drum-Major. 

Mr. H. A gude day to you, my gade 
lassy. 

Biddy. The same to you, Sir, and 
kindly. I beg your pardon for not know- 
ing — would it be the Prum- Major, Sir ? 

Mr. H. No offence, ray gude lass, — 
I am Andrew Hopcj »nd Drum- Major. — 
I met some of ray men in the streetcom- 
ing down, and they told me they could 
not have beds here. 

. Biddy. No, Sir, plase your honor, 
only five that's in the roora yonder, — if 
you'd be plnsed to walk up, and you'll 
get your dinner immediately, your honor, 
as fast as can be dished, your honor. 

Mr. H. ■ No hurry, my gude lass. — 
But I would willingly see the beds for my 
poor fellows, that has had a sair march. 

Biddy. Why, then, if your honor 
would take a fool's advice, you'd not be 
looking at tbem beds, to be spoiling your 
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dinner — since good or bad all the looking 
at 'em in the wide world, won't mend 
*ein one feather, sure. 

Mr. H. My godc girl, that's troe. — 
Still I'd like ever to face the worst. 

Biddy. Then it's up that ladder you'JI 
go. 

Mr. H. No gtairs, 

Biddy. Oh, there are stairs — but they 
are burnt and coming down, and you'll 
find the ladder safest and best; — only 
mind the little holes in the floor, if you 
plase, your honor. 

{Mr. Hope ascends the ladder, while 

. she speaks, and goes into the bed- 
chamber above.) 

Biddy, sola* 
Well, I'm ashamed of my life, when a 
sti^Dger and ibreigner's reviewing our 
house, though I'm only the girl in it, and 
no ways answerable. It frets me for my 
coantry forenent them Scotch and £ng< 
lish. — (Mr. Hope descends the ladder.) 
Then I'am sorry it's not better for your 
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yoDd> if you, woiflpl l^ke to, s$e hen— &fine 
lady she is ! 

jl/r. H. A fi^^ la^yj is she f— Weel- 1 
Fine or coarse, X. shall like to see her,— 
and weel X may and muM>.'lbr.Z had a 
brother oDce X luved asi}iy.life ; and fout 
years back that brother fell !!ick herei on 
bis road, to the Dprtb« and was kindljr 
tended here at the. inn at Gfinnowj and 
he charged me* puir lad, on his dcatU< 
bed> if erer fate shQuld quarter ms ia 
Bannow, to inquire for his gude frienils 
at the ia[n,a^tq return them his thanks; 
and 80 I'm faim to df>, and will-not sleep till 
I've dOjBo sor-T-^ut tell. me first, my kind 
lassy, fprX $ee you ar« a^k^bd Ikn^, — 4elt 
. me, has not th^ hoitjuo had a change of 
fortune, and fallen to decay of late ? for 
the yi^Vk atBaqncw was pictured to me as 
% bra'neat plaoe. 

$iddiii .Ahl that was, may^be, the 
time the Larkens had it ) 

Mr. H. The LarkeOs ! — that was the 
very name, — it warms my heait to hea« 
the sound of it, _ 
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Siddi/. Aye, and quite another sort of 
^n inn this Was, I bear talk, in their time, 
T— and quite another guess sort, the Lar- 
kens from these Gallaghers. 
■ Mr. H. And what has become of the 
Larkens, I pray ? 

. Biddtf. They are stilt liriog up yon- 
der, bj the bii^ of Bannow, in a snug 
little .place of a cabin,— that is the wi- 
dow Kelly. 

Mr. H. Kelly !— but I am looking 
for Larken. 

Eiddy. Oh, Larken t that's Kelly.— 
'Tis all one — she was a Kelly before she 
was-married, and in this country we stick 
to the m^den's name throughout. 

Mr. H. The same in our country — 
often. 

Biddy. Indeed ! and her daughter's 
name is Mabel, afler the Kellys ; for you 
might ha?e noticed, if it ever happened 
your honor to hear it, an ould song of 
Mabel Kelly— P/anx(y Kelly. Then the 
present Mabel is as sweet a cratur as ever 
the ould Mabel Kelly was— but I must 
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mind the colcannon. — (6Aff goes to lift, a 

potoffthtfiTe) 

Mr. H. Hold ! my gude gir)j let me 
do that for you, mine is a strong haond. 

Bidd^. I thank your honor, — it's tea 
much trouble entirely for a jantlem&n 
like you, — but it's always the best jantle- 
man has the lasts pride. — Then them 
Kellys is a good race, ould and young, 
and I love *em, root and branch. Be- 
sides Mabel the daughter, there's Owen 
the son, and as good a. son he is — no 
better ! He got an edication in the be- 
ginning, till the troubles come across his 
family, and the boy, the child, for it's 
bare fifteen he is this minute, give up alt 
his hopes ahd prospects, the cratur I to 
come home and slave for his mother. 

Mr. H. All, that's weel ! that's weel ! 
I luve the lad that makes a gude son. — 
And is the father deed ? 

Biddy. Aye, dead and deceased he is, 

long since, and was buried just upon that 

time that ould Sir Cormac, father of the 

young heiress that is now at the castie 

03 
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above, — the fovuer landlord that was over 
us, died, see! — Then there was new thaes 
and new takes, and the widow was tarned 
oiit of the imOt and these Gallaghers got 
it, and aU wint wrong and to rack ; for 
Mrs. Gallagher, that wae, drank herself 
into her grave unknown's't, for it was by 
herself in private she took it; andChriBty 
Gallagher, the present man, is doing the 
same, only publicly, and ranning throngh 
■H, and the house is tumbling over onr 
ears,— but he hopes to get the new inn, 
and if he does, why, he'll be lucky — and 
that's all I know, for the dinner is done 
DOW, and I'm going in with it— and won't 
your honor walk up to the room now. 

Mr. H. (Going to the ladder.) Up 
here? 

Biddy f Oh, it's not up at all yoar ho- 
nor, sure! bnt down here, — through tbii 
ways. 

Mr. H. One word more, my gude 
lassy. As soon as we shall have all dined, 
and you shall have ta'en your ane din- 
ner, I shall beg of you, if you be not tben 
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too mnch tired, to shew me the way to 
that bush of Banoow, whereat this widow 
Larken's cottage is. 

Biddy. Witb ^11 the Measure in life, 
if I had not a fut to stand upon. 

{Exit Mr. Hope. — Biddy foUoms with 
a dish smokit^ /tot.) 

Biddy. And 1 h(^ you'll find it an 
iligant Scotch hash, and there's innions 
plinty,— sure the best I hudl'dgive yon, 
for I'm confident now he's the true thing, 
— andtho' he is Scotch, he desarves to bi 
Ifish, every inch of htm,— I seen that 
with lialf an eye. 

(£jr2 Biddy Doyle.) 



END OF ACT I. 
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ACT 11. 



SCENE I. 

An Irish Cabin. — TTie Kitchen. 

WidoalMken — onime.sideo/her,'iiA9!be\ ' 

^ needU-uxtrk—on the other side^ Owen 

. her son enterst bringing in a spinning- 

uAeel, wkkk he places b^ore his mother. 

Owen. Xhbre, mother, is your wheel 
mended for you. 

Mabel. Qh, as good as new» Owen 
has made it for you. 

Widow. Well, whaterer troubles come 
upon me in this world, have not I a 
right to be thankful, that lias sucb good 
childer lefi me i — Still it grieves me, and 
goes to the quick of my heart, Mabelj 
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dear, that yoor brother here should be 
slaving for me, a boy that is qualified for 
better. 

Ozoen. Aod what better can I be, 
than working for my mother— man or 
boy? 

Mabel. And if he thinks it no slavery, 
what slavery is it, mother i 

Owen. Mother, to-day is the day to 
propose for the new inn-— I saw several 
with the school- master, who was as busy 
as a bee, penning proposals for them, 
according as they dictated, and framing 
letters aod petitions for. Sir William 
Hamden and Miss O'Hara. Will yoa 
go up to the castle and speak, mother i 

Widow. No, no — Ican't-speak, Owen. 

Given. Here's the pen aod-ink-horn, 
and I'll sit me down, if you'd sooner 
write than speak. 

Widow. See, Owen, to settle your 
mind, I would not wish to get that inn. 

Oicen. Not wish to get it! — The new 
inn, mother— but if you had gone over 
it, as I have. 'Tis the very thing for 
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you.*— Ne«t Mid compact as a nntsfaell, 
not one ctf them grand inns, too great for 
the place, that nerer answers no -more 
than the hat that's too big for th« h^ad, 
Hid that always blows off. 

Widow. No, dear, not the thing for 
me, now a widow,! and your sister Mditel, 
tho' tis not forme to say — iuch a likely 
fitte girt-^I'd not be happy t6 have her 
in a public honse — so many of all sorts 
that would be in it, and drinking, may 
be, at fairs aai funerals, and np man of 
the hoase, nor master, nor father for her. 

Choen. Sure,- mother, I'm next to a 
&tiier for her. — Amn't I a brother, and 
no brother ever loved a sister bettn*, or 
was more jealous of respect for her ; and 
if you'd be pleasing, I could be man and 
master enough. 

Widow. {Laughing.)- You, ye dear 
slip of a boy ! 

Owen. {Proudly, and raising his head 
high.) Slip of a boy as I am then, and 
little as you think of me 

Widow, Oh, I think a great deal of 
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ywi t ODty i can't bhtnk you big^or olc^ 
Owen* can I ? 

Oiwn, NO"-nor any- need to. be big 
or old, to keep people of all sort* ia »• 
speot, mother. 

Widow. Then -be lobked like his fa- 
ther, — did not he, Mabel ? 

Mabel. He did — God bless him ! 

Owen. Now bear roe, mother, for I'm 
going to speak sense. — You need not 
listen, Mabel. 

Mabel. But it's what I like to listen 
to sense, especially yours, Owen. 

Osoen. Then I can't help it. — You 
must hear, even if you blosh for it. 

Aft^el. Why would I blush ? 

Owen. Because you won't be able to 
help it, when I say Mr. Gilbert. — See! 

Mabel. Oh, dear Owen ! -that's not 
fair. {She falls back a little.) 

Owen. Well, mo^er, it's with yoa 
I'm reasoning. If he was your son-in- 
law 

Widow. Hush I that he'll never be. 
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Now, Owen, I'll grow tuigry if you put 
nonsense in the girl's he&d. 

Owen. Bat if it's in the man's head^ 
it^s not a bit nonsense. 

MabeL Owen, you might well say I 
shouldn't listen to you. {Exit Mabel.) 

Widow. There now, you've drive your 
sister off. 

Owen. Well, Gilbert ^will bring her 
«n again, may be. 

Widow. May be — but that may be of 
yours might lead us all wrong. 

{She lays her hand on Owen'; arm, end 
speaks in a serious ione.) 

Widow. Now, (fear, don't be saying 
one word more to her, lest it should end 
in a disappointment. 

Owen. Still it is my notion, 'tis Mabel 
he loves. 

Widow. Oh! what should yon know, 
dear, o' the matter f 

Owen. Only having eyes and ears tike 
another. 

. Widffw. Then what hioders him to 
speak f 
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Owen. ■■ It's babhfulness only, mother. 
Don't you l^now what that is ? 

Widow. I do, sou. — It's a woman 
sure, should know that best sure. — And 
it is not Mabel, nor a daughter of mine, 
nor a sister of yours, Owen, should be 
more forward to understand, than the 
man is to speak, — was the roan a 
prince. 

Owen. Mother, you are right; but I'm 
not wrong neither. — And since I'm to 
say no more, I'm gone, mother. 

[Exit Owen.) 

Widow. (^&«tf.) Now who could blame 
that boy, whatever he does or says ? It's 
all heart he is, and wouldn't hurt a fly, 
except from want of thought. But, stay 
now, I'm thinking of tbem soldiers that 
is in town. [Sighs.) Then I didn't sleep 
since ever they come ; but whenever I'd 
be sinking to rest, starting, and fancying I 
heard the drum for Owen to go. [A deep 
groanii^ sigh.) Och! and then the appari- 
tion of Owen in regimentals was afore me ! 
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eff with her, and I come on to tell you, 
mother dear. 

Widow. Make me clear and certain ; 
for I'm slow and weak, dear. — Who told 
you all this good ? — and is it true ? — And 
my child Mabel mavoumeen !■ — Oh, tell 
me again it's true. 

Owen. True as life. But your lips is 
pale still, and you all in a tremble. So 
lean on me, mother, dear, and come oat 
into God's open air, till I see 3*onr 
spirit come back wa /i here's your bon- 
^ net, and we'll meet MaM and Gilbert, 
ftud we'll all go up to the ■ castlo to give 
thanks to the lady. - 

Widow. fLM&ing up to heaven.) Thanks ! 
Oh, haven't I great reasoQ to be thank* 
fill, if ever widow had. ! 

{Eteimij Widow kaning om Oweik.) 
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SCENE II. 

An Apartment in Bamoto Castle. 

Footmen bringing in Baskets of FUnoers. 

Clara and Sir William Hamdeu. 

Clara. Now^ my dear uncle, I want 
to consult you. 

S^r IF. And welcome, my child^ — 
But if it is about flowers, you could not 
consult a worse person, for I scarcely 

know a rose from a .What is this you 

hare here — a thistle i 

Ciara. Yes, Sir — Mid that is the very 
thing I want your opinioD about. 
^ Sir W. Well, my dear, all I know 
about thistles, I think, is, that asses love 
thistles — will that do } 

Clara. Oh no. Sir — pray be serious, 
for I am iu the greatest hurry to settle 
how it is all to be. — ^You know it is St. 
Patrick's day. 
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Sir IF. Yes, and here is plenty of 
shamrock, 1 see. 

C^ara. Yes, here is the shamrock— 
the rose, the. ever, blowing rose— ^nd 
the thistle. — ^^And as we are to have 
Scotch, English, and Irish at- our little 
f&te champetre this evening, don't you 
think it would be pretty to have the 
tents hung with the rosSi thistle, and 
shamrock joined ? 

Sir W. Very pretty, roy dear ; and I 

am glad there are to be tents, otherwise 

a r£te champetre in the month of March, 

would give mie the rheumatism^ even to 

. think of. 

Clara. Oh, my dear Sir, ^not at all. — 
You will be snug and warm in the green- 
house. 

Sir W. Well, Clara, dispose of me as 
you please, — I am entirely at your ser- 
vice for the rest of my days. 

Clara. Thank you. Sir — you are the 
best of uncles, guardians, and friends. 

{Miss O'Hant goes back, and appears to 
be giving directions to the senanis.) 
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SirW. Uncle, nature tnade m^— 
guardian, your father made me— friend, 
yoii made me yourself, Clara. {Sir 'Wil- 
liam comes forward, and speaks as if /ft 
rtmerie.) And evermore' my -friendship for 
hier shfdl continue, though my gua^an- 
ihip is over. I am glad I conqaered my 
indolence, and came to Ireland with her; 
for- a cool English head ffiU be wanting 
to guide that warm Irish heart.— And 
here I stand counsel for prudence agaiast 
generosity J 

Clara. {Advancing to him fila0itl&;.) 
A silver penny for your thoughts, uncle. 

Sir W. Shall I never teach you eco- 
aomy — snch ^travagaoce, to give a 
penny, and a silver penny for whatyou 
may have for nothing. 

dura. Nothing cati come of noM^ing 
-^•^pcak again. 

Sir W, I was'ttiioking of ydu, my^— 
ward no longer.- 

Clara. Ward, always, V'^Jy Sir.^- 
Whatever I maly be in the eyeoftheltw, 
I ttm not arrived at years of . discretion 
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su^oect. — So I pray you, uncle, fet me 
stiil have the :advant^;e -of your counsel 
and goidwtce. 

SirW. You ask for my advice, ■Clara. 
■i—Now let me see whether you will take 
it. 

Clara. I am all attentioa. 

Sir W. You know you must allow 
me a little prosing. You are an heiress, 
Clara — a rich heiress — an Irish heiress. 
You desire to do good, don't you ? 

Clara. {With eagerness.) With all my 
heart I — with all my soul ! 

Sir W. That is not enough, Clara. — 
You must not only desire to do good, 
you mu»t know hbw to do it. 

Clara. Since you, uncle, know that 
so Wrfl, yoti wiiHeach it to me. 

Sir W. Dear, fl*lttering girl — but you 
shall not flatter me ' out of the piece of 
adrice I have ready for you. — Promise 
me two things. 

Ciara. And first, for your 6rst. 

Sir W, Finish wkalever you begin,-^ 
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Good beginnings, U is said, make good 
endings; but great beginniDgs often make 
little endings, or, in this country, do end- 
ings at all. Finis — coronat opus— ^ni that 
crovrn is wanting wherever 1 turn my 
eyes. Of the hundred m^piificent 
things your munificent father began 

Clara. [IiUerrupting.) Oh, Sir, spare 
my father 1 — I promise yoo that / will 
finish whatever I begin. What's your 
next command ? 

Sir W. Promise me that you will 
n^er make a promise to a tenant, nor 
any agreement about business, but in 
writing — and empower me to say that 
you will never keep any verbal promise 
about business — then, none such will ever 
be claimed. 

Clara. I promise you Stay ! — This 

is a promise about business, I pinst give 
it to you in writing. 

Miss O'Hara sits down to a writing- 
table, and writes. 

SirW. {Looking out <^ the window.) I 
hope I have been early enough, in giving 
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4hts mjr aeeond piece of advice/ worth a 
hondFed sequins — for I see the yard is 
crowded with grey-coated ' snitors, and 
the table here is already covered with 
letters and petitions. 

Miss O'H. Yes, uncle, but I have 
not read half of them yet. 

{Presents the written promise to Sir 
William.) 

Sir W. T^ank you, my dear ; and you 
will be thankful to me for this, when I 
am d^ad and gone. 

Clara, And whilst you are alive and 
here, if you please, uncle. Now, Sir, 
since you are so kind to say that your time 
is at my disposal, will yoti have the 
goodness to come with me to these grey- 
coated Suitors, and let us give answers to 
these poor petitioners, who, " as in duty - 
bound, will ever pray." {^akes up a bundle 
qf papers.) 

Sir W. {Taking a Utter jfrom his 
pocket.) First, my dear niece, I must 
add to the number. I have a little busi- 
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ne«.^A pAtittoQ to ptestat from a ptp- 

..Cl^4, . A.protig6 of joursi — Tb«i 
it is granted, wh«b9Vi«r.it W. . 

Sir W. {Smiling.) Recollect yonr pro- 
vmi, .CIbw. . ■ . 

Clara. Oh,true-r-U(0nE^1?eiiiinitiqg. 

{^ go€.9. hastily to the-wr^ii^-tabk^ 
and takes vp a pen.) ' 
: Shr.W, , Read l>^ore yoa write, my 
dearr— I insist qpon it. 

Clara. Ob, Sir, when it is a request 
of y^us, h9w can I grant it soon 
.eoDq^r B«t it shall be done in -tbe 
way you like best~-stowIy — deliberatefy 
—\(iptning the liett«r)-;~kik minuet tiajc.— 
Ami I will look before I leap— and I^U 
read b^ore I write. {Sf^ reads the s^- 

nature.) Gilbert, Honest Gilbert^ 

how glad I shall be to do any thing ibr 
you, independently of your master. 

[Reads 071, suddenb/ iets the letter dn^^ 
and clasps her hands.) 

Ciara. JSin— Uncle, my dear node. 
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how unfortvojlite I -ftpi.t "Why ttidnot 
you uk raeilwhour i^ ?-^WUkin this 
hoar I baT6 -proiiMnd; tb0 mtr uiii t* 
anpther pferqao. i - 

SirJV. Indeed 1—Ttwt is tmfortiiBfttei 
My poiM' Gilbert will be sadly ^aaf^ 
pointed. 

Qara. Hov vexed -I'Mnlr-TBat I 
never should have thought of. Gilbert for 
the iDDj-— I fanc^ be disliked Irelimd 
so OMicby that he would never have settled 
here. 

Sir W. So thought I till this morning. 
— But love^ my dear — love is lord of all. 
Poor Gilbert! 

Clara. Poor Gijbert ! — I am. so sorry 
I did not know this saoDer.^-Of all 
people* I should for my own part have 
pr^erred Gilbert for the inn^ he would 
h»ve kept it so well. 

Sir W. He would so. {Sigbs.) 
' Clara. I do so blame myself— I have 
been so precipitate, so foolish, so wrong 
— without consalting you even. 

Sir W. Nay, my dear, I have been 
p a 
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w ' wrong, as fodtsh, as precipitate u 
yoQ,-^for before I consulted you, I told 
Gilbert that I could almost promise that 
he should have the inn in consequence 
of my recotnmendation.*-^And upon the 
strength of that almost he is gone a 
courting. My dear, we are both a couple 
of fools ; but I am an tdd— -you are a 
yoiftlg one. There is a wide difference. 
-^Let'tbat comfort you. 

Clara, Oh, Sir, nothing comforts me, 
I am so provoked with myself, — and you 
wHl be so provoked with nie, when I 
tell you how. silly I hare been. 

Sir W. Pray tell me. 

Cfam. Would you believe that I have 
literally given it for a song. — A man sent 
me this morning a copy of verses to the 
heiress of, fiannow. The verses struck 
my iancy— I suppose because they fil- 
tered me.-— And with t-be verses came a 
petition setting forth claims, and a te- 
nant's right and fair promises, and a 
proposal for the new inn ; and at the 
bottom of the paper I rashly wrote 
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Ihesfe words — " The p&ets, petitioH i* 
granted." 

Sir W. A promise in. writing toa!— 
My dear Clara, I cannot flatter you-^ 
this certainty is not a wise transactioD: 
So, to'reward a. poet, you made him aa 
JDn-keeper:~-Well, I have known wiser 
heads, to reward a poet, make him an 
exciseman. . 

Clara. But, Sir, I am not quite so 
siUy as they were^ for I did not make 
the poet an inn>keeper,— he is one al- 
ready. 

Sir W. An inn-keeper ^ready 1 — ^Who 
do you mean ? 

Clara. A man witb a strange name 
—era Dtune that will sound strange to 
your Euglish ears — Christy Gallagher. . 

Sir W. A rogue and a drunkea dogj 
I understand — but he. is a poet, and 
knows how to flatter the heiress of Ban~ 
now. , 

Clara. [Strikis^ her forehead,)' SiUy» 
silly Clara 1. 
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iSSr W. {Changij^ •his tow fivtn wiwij 
/o kindness.) Come, my dear Clara, I 
will not torment you any more. — ^You 
4eserre to hare done a great deal of 
muchief by your precipitation; bat I 
believe this time you have done little or 
none, at feast none that is irremediablej 
aad you have made Gitt>ert happy, I 
hope and believe, tho' without intend- 
ingit* 

- Ciara. . My -deair uncle, you set my 
heart at easer— l)ut explain. 

Sit W. Then, my dear, I ^nwdty 
Buspect. that the daughter of this ChrUty 
What-do-yoU'CaU-kimf is ithe-'Jaiy/ 4if 
Gilbert's thonghta. . . J 

> Ciara. 1- ate it all in an instant.— 
That's delightful, ^e can pension off 
the dranken old &ther, and Gilbert and 
the daughter will k«ep the inn.— 49ilb«t 
is in the green-house, preparing the cf>- 
lored lamps — let us go and speak to- him 
this minute,. and settle it all. 

Sir W. ' Speak to bim of hu l«reB ^— 
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Oh, my dear, you'd kill bim on tfae sp<^. 
— He is so bagful, he'd blush to death. 
Ciara. Well, Sir, do you go alone, 
•nd I will ke^p ftM*, far aloof. 

{Esoatnt at <^)osUe sides.) 



SCENE III. 

Parlor cf the Inn. 

Christy and Miss Gallagher. 

Christy. {To Miss Gallagher, slk^ng 
her on her back.) Hoold up your head, 
child, there's money bid &>c you. 

Miss G.- Lord, father, what a thump 
on the back to salute one with. Well, 
Sir, and if money is bid for me, no wou- 
der.— I si^pose it's because I have 
money. 

Christy. That's all the rason — ^you've 
hit it, Florry. It's money tiiat love al- 
ways looks for now. — So you may be 
proud to lara the news I have for you. 
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which will 6x Mr. Gilbert, your bachelor, 
for life, I'll eogage — and make him speak 
out you'll see, afore night-fall. We hare 
the new iun, dear! — I're got the pro* 
mise here 'under her own hand-writing. 

Miss G. Indeed ! — Well, I'm aure I 
shall be glad to get out of this hole, 
which is not 6t for a rat or a christian to 
lire in — and I'll hare my music and my 
piano in the back parlor, genteel. 

Christy. Oh, Ferrinafad, are you there? 
-^It's your husband must go to that 
expinse, my precious, if he chuses 
twingUng and iweedUj^, instead of the 
puddings and apple* pies-^ Ma/ you'll 
settle betwix yeesj and in the honey, 
moon, no doubt, you've cunning enough 
to compass that, tmd more. 

Miss G. To be sure, Sir, and before 
I come to. the honey-moon, I proipise 
you ; for I won't become part or pared 
of any man that erer wore a head, except 
he's tpusic in his soul enough to allow 
{ne my piano in the back parlor. 
, Christy. Asy! asy! Ferrinafad — dop't ■ 
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be talking about the piano-forte, till you 
are married. — ^Don't be shewing the halter 
too soon to the sby horse— it's with the 
sieveofoatsyou'Ucatchhim;.andhishead 
once in the sieve, you have the halter on 
him claoe. Pray> after all, tell tne, Florry, 
the truth — did Mr. Gilbert ever ax you? 
Miss G. La, Sir, what a coarse ques- 
tion. — His eyes have said as much a 
millioD of times. 

Christy^ ThiU's good— but not in 
law> dear. — For see you could not shue 
a man in the four courts for a breach of 
promise made only with the eyes, jewel. 
It mast be with the toDgue afore witness, 
mind> or under the hand, sale, or mark. 
— Look to that. 

Miss G. But, dear Sir, Mr. Gilbert is 
so tongue-tied' with that English bash- 
fiilness. <■ 

Christy. Then Irish, impudence must 
cut the string of that tongue, Florry. — 
Lave that to me, unless you'd rather 
yourself. 

Miss G. Lord, Sir— what a rout about 
P 3 
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one man, wheD, if I please, I might have 
a dozen lovers. 

Ckrishf, Be the same more or lees, — 
But one rich bachelor's worth a dozen 
poor, that is, for the article of a husband. 
■ Miss G. And I dare say the drum- 
major is rich enough. Sir— for all Scotch- 
men, they say, is fond of money and 
tfconomie; and I'd rather after all be the 
lady of a military man. ■ [Sings^ 

" lit. lire no moie at bsoie, 
" But 111 folloir with the dram, 
" And III be the ctptaia't lady, oh !" 

Christs. Florry] Florry! mind yon 
would not &U between two stools, and 
nobody to pityyou. 

EnUr Biddy. 

MissG. Well, what is it? 

Bidd^. The bed. — X was seeing was 
the room empty, that I might make itj 
forit's only turned up it is, when I was 
called oflF to send in dinner. — So I beliere 
I'd best make it now, for the room wilt 
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be tranting for the tea-drinking, and 
what not. 

Miss G. Aye, make the bed do, snre 
it's asy, and no more aboat it j — ^you'^ 
talked enough about it to make twenty 
beds, one harder nor the other, — ^if talk 
would do. (Biddy goes to make the bed.) 
And I'm sure there's not a girl in the 
parish does leas in the day, for all the talk 
you keep. Now' I'll jnst tell all yon 
didn't do, that you ought this day, Biddy. 

{While Miss Gallagher is speaking to. 
Biddy, Mr, Gallagher opens a prefft 
— pours out, and swallows a dram.) 

Christy. Ob, that would be too long 
telling, Ftorry — and that'll keepoool. — 
Lave her now, and you may take your 
scold out another time. — I want to spake 
to you. — What's this I wanted to say } 
— My memory's confiising its^.— Ob, 
this was it, — ^1 dida't till you how I got 
this promise of the. innl.— I did it nately, 
— I got it for a song. 

Miss G. You're joking, — and I be- 
lieve. Sir, you're not over and above so* 
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ber. — There's a terrible strong smell of 
the whiskey. 

Christy. -.No^ the whiskey's not strong 
dear, at-all-at-all !— You may keep smell- 
ing what way- you plase, but I'm as 
sober as a judge, stUI, — and, drunk or 
sober, always knoivrs and knewed on 
which side my bread was buttered : — got 
yt for a song, I tell you, — a bit of a com- 
plimentary, adulatory scroll, that tbe 
young lady fancied — and she, slap-dasb, 
X-ord love her, and keep her always so .' 
writes at the boltom, granted the poet's pe- 
tition. 

Miss G. And where on earth, then, 
did yon get that song ? 

Oiristy. Where but in my brains 
should I get it^— .1 could do that much 
any way, I suppose, though it was not 
my Inck to be edioated at Ferrinafad.. 

{Miss Gallagher looks back and sees 
Biddy behind her, — Miss Gallagh^ 
gives her a box on the ear.) 

Ji^ G. Manners 1 — ^That's to teach 
ye. 
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Siddjf. Manners! — Where would I 
Ittro them— -when I was only waiting the 
right time to ax you what I'd do, for a 
-claoe pillow case. 

Miss G, Why turn that you have in- 
side outi and no more about it. 

Christy. And turn yourself out of this, 
if you plase. — [He turns Biddy out by the 
shoulders.) Let me hear you singing Bal- 
tiorum in the kitchen, for security that 
you*re not hearing my sacrets.— There 
(ihe's singing it now, and we're snug; — 
tell me when she stops, and I'll stop my- 
self. 

Miss G. Then there's the girl . has 
ceased singing. — There's somebody's 
come in, into the kitchen, may he it's the 
drum-major. — I'll go see. 

{Exit Miss Gallagher.) 

Chnsty, solus. 

There she's off now I Andlmast after 

her, else she'll spoil her market, and. my 

owa. — But look ye, now- — if I shouldn't 

find her agreeable to marry this Mr. Gil- 
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bert, the men I've laid oaf for her, why 
here's a good stick that will bring her to 
rason Jn the last resort. For there's no 
other way of rasoning wtth Ferrinafod. 
{Exit Christy.) 



SCENE IV. 

Tie Garden qf Oi£ Widow Lartm's Cat- 

tag'- 

Owen <md Mabel. 

Oaen. How does my mother bear the 
disappointmeat, M^kI, about ihe inn. 

Mabel. Then to outward appearance, 
she did not take it so much to heart, as 
I expected she would. But I'm sure she 
irets inwardly — because she had been in 
such hopes, and in- such spirits, and so 
proud to think how well her children 
would all be settled. 

OvKH. Oh, bow sorry I am I told her 
in that hurry, the good news I heard, anct 
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all to dnappoint her afterwards, and 
break her heart with it. 

MabeL No, she has too good a heart 
to break for the likes. — She'll hdd up 
again after the first disappointment-— 
flhell-strnggleon for oar 8akes,~Owen. 

Owm. She will, — but Mabel dearest, 
what do yon think of Gilbert ? 

MabeL . {Turning awoy.) I strive not 
to thibkof him at all. 

Oioen. But ' snre I was not wrong 
there — he told me as much as that he 
loved you. 

Mabel. Then he never told me that 
mncb. 

Otven. No ! -What, -not when he 
walked with yon to the well ? 

Mabel. No.>— What made you think 
he did ; 

Oxen. tWhy, the words he said about 
you when he met me, was — where's yonr 
sister Mftbel ? — Gone to the well, Gilbert, 
says I : — and do you think a man that 
has a question to ask her, might make 
bold to step lAer her, says he. Snch a 
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man as yoo — why net, says I.; — Then he 
stood stilt and twirled a rose he held ia 
his hand, and he said ootbiog, and I.no 
more, tit) be stooped down, and from the 
grass where we stood, pulled a ^tig of 
clover :-^is not. this what you ctU shunts 
rock? says he, — It. is,. says I. Then he 
pats the shamrock aloog with the rose— « 
How would l/iat do F sftys he. 

Mabel. Did be say that, Owen ? 

Owen. Yes, or, how would they look 
together I — Or, would they do together ? 
—Or some words that -way; I can't he 
particular to the word, — you know he 
spe^s different from us, but that surely 
was the sense; and I minded too, he 
blushed up to. the roots, and I pitied hlm« 
and answered- — . 

Me^el. Oh, what did you answer? 

Owen. I answered and said, I thought 
they'd do very well together, — and-, that 
it was good when the Irish^bamroek. and 
the English Rose was united. 

MabeL [Hiding her face with her 
hands.) Ob, Owen, that was too plain. 
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Oaen. Plain ! — not at all> — it was 
not. — It's only your tenderness makes 
you feel it too plain,- — for listen to me, 
Mabel. — {Taking her hand from herface.) 
Sure, if it had any meaning particular, 
it's as strong for Miss Gallagher, as for 
any body else. 

Mabel. That's true : — and may be it 
was that way he took it, — and may be it 
.is her he was thinking of 

Oaxn. When he asked me for you ? — 
But I'll not mislead you, I'll say nothings 
— for it was a shame he did not speak 
out, after all the encouragement he got 
from me, 

Mabel. Then he did get encourage- 
ment from you ? 

Qweii. That is — [smiling) taking it 
the other way, he might understand it so, 
if be had any conscience.— Come now, 
Mahel, when he went to the. well, what 
did he say to you ? For 1 am »ure he said 
something. 

Md.bei. Then he said nothing,-— but 
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just pat the rose aod shamrock into my 
hand. 

(keen. O! did be F— And what did 
yea say ? 

M&bel. I said nothing. — ^What could 
I say? 

Owen, I wish I'd been with you, Ma- 
bel. 

Mabel. Vm glad you were iiot,Owen» 

Ouxn. Well, what did be say next? 

Mabel. I tell you he said uothing, 
but cleared bis throat and hemmed, as he 
does often^ 

Owen, What, all the way to the welt 
and back, nothing but hem, and clear 
his throat i 

Mabel. Nothing in life. 

Owen. Why, then, the man^s a fool 
or a rogue. 

Mabd. Oh, don't say that any way,— 
but there's my mother coming in from 
the field.— How weak she walks — I must 
go in to bear her cwnpaoy spioaing. 

Owen. And I'll be in by the time I've 
settied all here. {Exit Mabel.y 
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Owen, solus. 
Oh I I know how keenly Mabel feds 
all, tho' she speaks so mild. — ^Then I'm 
cut to the heart by this behaviour of Gil- 
bert's ;— sure he could not be so cruel to 
be jestiDg with her! — he's an Eluglish- 
mau, and may be he thinks do harm to 
jilt an Irishwoman. — But I'll shew him, 
—but then if he never asked her the ques- 
tion, how can we say any thing ?— Oh 1 
the thing is, he's a snug man, and mo- 
- ney's at the bottom of all, — and since 
Christy's to have the new inn, and Miss 
Gallagher has the money ■ — Well, it's all 
orer, and I don't know what will becom* 
of me. 

Enter Mr. Andrew Hope. 

Mr. H. My gude lad, may yoor 
name be Larken P 

Owen. It is, Sir. — Owen Larken, at 
your service — the son of the widow Lar- 
ken. 

jUr. H. Then I have to thank yoor 
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family for their goodness to my puir bro- 
thefj years ago. — ^Aod for yourself, yopr 
friend, Mr. Christy Gallagher, has been 
tettiog me you can. play the bugle? 

Owen. I can. Sir. 

Mr. H. And we want a bugle> and 
the pay's fifteen guineas, and I'd sooner 
give it to you than three others that has 
applied, if you'll list. 

Owen. Fifteen guineas ! — Oh! if I could 
send that money home to my mother,— 
buti most ask her consent. — Sir^she lives 
convenient, just in this cabin here, would 
you be pleased to step in with me, and 
I'll ask her consent. 

^r.H. That's right, lead on, my 
douce lad, yea ken the way. {Exeu»tii\ 
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SC&tE V. 
kitchen (fthe Widow Larken's' Collage. 

■A Door is setH f^eftt ijtlo'an irmef.Bobm, 

Mabel, ahne. 
XSitfing near the door g^ ike inner room, 

spinnittg'and singing.*) 
Sleep, mother, sleep ! in slumber bletf. 
It joys mf beart to see thee rest. 

tinfelt in sleep, thy toad of sorrow. 

Breathe free and thoughtless of to-morrow ; 

And long, and light, thy alumben last. 

In happy dreams foi^el the past. 

Sleep, mother, sleep ! thj slumber's blest. 
It joys my heart to see thee rest. 

Manys the night sht wak'd for roe. 

To nurse my helpless infancy ; 

While cradled on her patient arm. 

She hush'd me with the mother's charm. 
Sleep, mother, sleep ! thy slumber's' blest, 
It joys my heart to see thee rest. 

And be it mine to sooth thy age. 
With tender care thy grief assuage. 

* ^is song is set to music by Mr. Wehbe. 
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Hik h^ H left to pooRflt poor. 
And ricbett child csa do no m«e. 
Seep, motber, deep ! thy dumber*! bleit. 
It joji Biy' beatt to wot tbee re>L 

{Wkiie Mabel ii silking the second staU' 

za, Owen and Andrenr Hope enter. 

—Mr. Hope stops short and Ustent^- 

he makes a sign to Owen to stand siiii, 

and not to intemq^ TAtHo^—vMIe 

Owen approaches her on tiptoe.) 

Mr. H. (Says aside.) She taks my 

&ncy back to dear Scotlwtd, to my ane 

hanie> and my ane mitber, and my ane 

Kate. 

Owen. So, Mabel ! I thought yon 
never sang for strangers i 

(Mabd turns and sees Mr. Hope.*— j&« 

riset and curtsies.) 
Mr. H. {Advancing sofib/^ I fear to 
disturb tbe mother, whose slumbers are 
so blestj and I*d iain bear that lullaby 
again. — If tbe voice stop, tbe raothermay 
miss it, and wake. 

Mabel. [Looking in to the room in 
which her mother steeps, then closif^ the 



Ca.t::<iMCiOOtjl>J 



A 1>&aUa. 99$ - 

door gentfy.) No, Sir, — she'U not miss mj 

voice now, I thank you. she is quite 

sound asleep. 

Owen, Ttris is Mr. Andrew Hope^ 

Mabel~yoa might. remepuber one of his 

name, aserje^nt f^ope. 

Mabel Abl I mind I tie tjljat was 

sick with ns, some time back, 

Mr. S. . Aye, my brother that's dead, 

and that your gude mither was so tender 

t>f, when sick, charged me to thank yoA 

all, and so from my soul, I do. 
' MaheU 'Twas little my poor mother 

could do, nor any of us for biro, even. then, 
tho' we could do more then than we coutd 
now, and I'm glad he chanced to be with 
OS in our better days. 

Mr. H. And I'm soriy ytm ever fell 
upon worse days, for yon deserve the 
best J and will have such again, I traat. 
— All I can say is this — that gif your 
brother here gangs with me, he shall find 
a brother's care through life, fra' me. 

Owen. I wouldn't doubt you,— «nd 
that you know, Mabel, would be a great 
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{Mint, to have a friend secure it) the regi*' 
meDt, if I thought of goiog. 

MabeL If I — Oh ! what are you Ihtuk- 
JDgof, Owen? What is it yoar talking of 
going ? — {fuming taitards tke door of her 
mother's room suddenly.) ' Take care, but 
Ae'd wake and hear yon, and she'd never 
ile^ easy again, 

Owen. And do you think so ? 

Mabel. Do I think so?' — ^Am not I 
Bure of it? and you too, Ow«i> if you'd 
take time to think and fe^. 

■Owen. Why, Acre's no doubt but it's 
hard, when the mother has reared the son, 
for him to quit her as soon as he can go 
alone.— rBut it is what I was thinking, — 
it is only the mihtta you know, and I'd 
not be going out of the three kingdoms, 
«ver at all} and I couM be sending- mo> 
ney home to my mother, like Johnny Reel 
did to his. 

Mabel. Money is itP — Then there's 
no money you could send her — not the 
Aill of Lough Erne itself, in- golden 
^ineas, could make her' amends for the 
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loss of yourself, Owen, and you know 
tbBt. 

Mr. H. And I am not the man that , 
would entice you to list, or gang with 
me, in contradiction to your duty at 
home, or your interest abroad. — So tfara- 
ing to Mabel), do not look on me, as 1^ 
tempter to evil, nor with distrust, as you 
do, kind sister, as you are, and like my 
own Kate.— Bpt hear nje coolly, and 
without prejudice, lor it is his gude I 
wish. 

Mabel. I am listening then, and I 
ask your pardon if I looked a doubt. 

Mr. H. The gude motbra must wish 
above all things here below, the weal and 
advajKemenlt and the honor of her bairns ; 
and she would not let the son be tied to 
her apron-strings, for any use or profit to 
herself, but ever wish him to do the best 
in life for bis sel*. — Is not this truth, gude 
friends, plain truth ? 
, Mabel. It is then,— I own thai.— 
Truth and sense too; 

Ozoen. Now, see there, Mabel, 
Q 
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Mr. H. And better for him to chy 
something abroad, than digging at home ; 
■and in the army he might get on, — and 
here's the bugle-boy's pay. 

Mabel. Is it a bngle-bc^ you are 
thinking of making him. 

Mr. H. That's the only thing I cmiM 
Make him. — I wish I could oflFer better. 

Mabel. Then, I thank you. Sir, and 
t wouldn't -doubt ye — and it wonld be 
very well for a -common boy that could 
only dig : — but my brother's no common 
boy. Sir. 

Oioen: Oh, ftiabel! 

Mabel. Hush, Owen I for it's the 
tfuth I'm telling, and if to your face, I 
cAn't help it. You may hide the face, 
but I won't hide the truth. 

Mr. H. Then speak on, my warm- 
hearted lassy, speak on. 

Mabd. Then,Sir, begot an edicalion 
while ever my poor father lived, and no 
better scholar, they said, for the teaching 
he got : — but all was given over when the 
father died^ and the troubles came, and 
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Owen> as he oughts give himself up in- 
tirely for my mother, to help her, a wi- 
dotp. But it's not digging and slaving 
he is to be always:— ^I's with the head, 
as my father used to say, he'll make more 
than the hands; and we hope to get a 
clerk's place for him sometime, or there 
will be a schoolmaster wanting in this 
town, and that will be what he would be 
fit foi*, and not- but it's not civil, be- 
fore you, a soldier. Sir, to say the rest. 

. Mr H. ' Fear not, you will not give 
offence. 

- Mabel. And not to be spending his 
breath, blowing through a horn all his 
days, for the sake of wearing a fine red 
coat. — I beg your pardon again, Sir, if I 
say too much,— but it's to save my bro- 
ther, and my mother. 

Mr. H. I like you the better for all 
you've said for both. 

Owen. Aud I'm off entirely.— I'll not 
list, 1 thank you. Sir. 
(Mabelciaj/Jj her Hands jcn/fully, then «n-'. 
braces ^^ brother.) 
Q2 
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Mr. H. And I'll not ask you to list,—- 
and I would not have asked it at all y — 
but that a friend of yours told me it would 
be the greatest service I could do you, 
and that it was the thing of all others you 
wished. 

Owen. That friend was Christy Gal- 
lagher, — but he was mistaken-r— that's alU 

Mabel. I hope that's all.— But I've 
no dependance on him for a friend, nor 
has my mother. 

Owen. Why, he was saying to me, 
and I could not say against it, that he 
had a right to propose for the Tna, if he 
could, tho' Gilbert and we wanted to get 
it. 

Mabel. Then I wonder why Christy 
should be preferred rather than my mo- 
ther. 

Owen. Then that's a wonder,— and I 
can't understand how that was. 

Mr. H I have one more thing to say, 
or to do, which I should like better if 
you'll give me leave. If there's a difh- 
culty aboot the rent of this new inn that 
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you are talkiog of, I have a little spare 
money, and yon're welcome to itj— I 
consider it as a debt of my ' brother's, 
which I am bound to pay — so no obliga- 
tion in life, — tell me how npuch will do. 
( Talces out Im purse.) 

(keen and Mabel. You are very kind, 
you are very good. 

Mr. JB. No, I am not, — I am only 
just. — Say only how much will do. 

(hoen. Alas! money won't do now. 
Sir. — It's all settled, and Christy says he 
has a propaise of it in writing from the 
lady. 

Mr. H, May be this Christy might 
sell his interest, and we will see, — I will 
not say till I find I can do. — Fare ye 
weel till we meet, as I hope we shall, at 
the dance that's to be at the casOe. — 
The band is to be there, and I with them, 
and I shall hope for this lass^'^s hand in 
-tlie dance. 

Mabel [Aside.) And Gilbert that 
never asked me\—'[abud.) I thank yon 
kindly, Sir, I shan't go to the dance at 
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all-at-aU, I believe, — my mother had bet- 
ter take ber rest, and I must stay with her 
— a good night to you kindly. (£x2V Ma- 
bel into her mother's room.) 

Mr. If. Thia sister of yoars would 
leave me do heart to carry back .to Scot- 
land, I fear, but that I'm a married man 
already, and have my own luve, — a 
Kate . of my own, that's as fair as she, 
and as gude, and that's saying much. 

Owen. [Aside.) Much more than Flo- 
rinda Gallagher will like to hear. 

Mr. H. I shall thank you if yoo will 
teach me, for my Kate, the words of 
that song your sister was singing when 
vre came in. 

Owen.. I believe it's to Hatter me, yon 
say this, for that song is my writiog. 

Mr.H. Yours? 

Owen, Mine, sach as it is. 

Mr. H. Sic a 'an as you are then, 
I'm glad yon are not to be a bugle-boy. — 
Your sister is right. 

Owes,, I'll teach you the words as we 
ffi along. 
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Mr. H. Do so ;— but mind now this 
soDj^wrrting do not l«ad yoa to idleness. 
We must see to turn your edication to 
good account.^— (<4nVf.) Qh I will never 
rest till I pay my brother's debt, some 
way or other, to this gude family. 



£NI> 0^ ACT SEC(»4D. 



[.3,1. :i:,G00tjl>J 



Ca.t::<iMCiOOtjlc 



A DRAMA. 945 

tB.) Biddy Doyle 1 What the mischief 
does that head of yours do there? 

Bid^. Nothing in life, Sir.-^&ly 
just to see who was in it. along with yoar- 
8elf> because I thought I hard talking 
«popgh for two. 

iChrifig/. You, girl, have curiosity 
euough for two, and two do^en, and too 
much !■ — So piase take your h«»d and 
yourself out of that> and don't h&over- 
_ baring my private thoughts, for that was 
alt the talking ye hard, and my thoughts 
can't abide listeuers. . 

Biddy. I'm no listener. — I ax your 
pardon. Sir. — 1 scorn to listen to your 
thoughts, or your words even. , _ 

{Exit Biddy.) 
■ Christy. That girl has set me topsy- 
.torvy, — Where was If — Oh! this was it. 
—Suppose even, 1 say, suppose this Gil- 
bert's fancy should stick to Mabel, I 
might manage him, nevertheless. — I've a 
great advantage and prerogative over this 
EnglUbman, in his having never been 
dipped in the Sbnnnon. — He i& so undtr 
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■coa, with ttashfulness now, that I don't 
doabt, but what in one of his confasionv^ 
I could asy bring ^im to say Yes, id tbe 
wrong place. — And sooner than come to 
. a perplexing refnsal of -a yoting lady, be 
might, I'll engage be brought aboat CO 
inarry the girl he didn't like, in lies of 
the girl he did.— We shall see,-~— but 
iiark! I hear Ferrinafad's voice, singing, 
•and 1 must join, and see bow the thing's 
going OD, or going off. (Exit.) 



SCENE It. 

Miss Gallagher and Gilbert at a Tea-. 

Table, 

■ • Gilb. {Aside) Now would I give five 
-giolden guineas this minute, that her fa- 
■'ther or any mortal man, woman, or child 
/^n the varsal world, would come in and 
'siy someHiHig; for 'tis so awk'ard for I 

to be «itti«g here, and I nothing to say to 

she. 
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: Miss 6, (Jsi^.) When will the man 
{My me the complimeot to speak, I won- 
der, — wottld'n't any body think he'd no 
^tongue in that mouth of bis, screved.vp I 
,and btushiag from eario ear, 

Enter Christy. 

Christy. Hoo ! hoc ! boo ! — How'e 
this, — both of yees mute as 6sbe9 4he 
moment. I come in f — Why, I heard yoit 
just DOW when my back was turned, sing- 
.ing like turtle-doves, — didn't I, florry ? 

Miss G. Indeed, Sir, as to turtlo^ 
doves, I'm not sinsible. — But Mr. Gil- 
bert requisted of me to be favoring him 
with a song, w^ich I was complying 
with, tho' I'm not Used to be singing with- 
out my piajio. 

Ckrisly. [Aside.) Sorrow take your 
piano, you're not come there yet. 

Miss G, I wonder the dr^im-major 
isn't come yet. — Does he expect tea can 
be keeping hot for him to the end of 
,4\As, — He'll have nothing but slop-dash, 
tho' he 's a very genteel man.— I'm gat- 
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tial to the military school t owb, aad a 
Highlander too ts always my white-head- 
«d boy. 

.GiUf^. [Astonished.) Her white-headed 
boy ? — Now if I was to be handed for k, 
I don't know what that means. 

Miss G. Now where can you have 
lived, Mr. Gitl^erti not to know ^at f 

Christy. [Aside.) By the tnas», he's 
«uch a matter-o^fact-man, I CTn't get 
TOnnd hinr with all my wit. 

Miss G. Here's the drum-major.-*— 
-Scarlet's asy seen at a distance,— that's 
«ne comfort. 

Enter Mi: Hope. 

' Mr. H. I'm late, Miss Flortnda, I fear, 
for tb^e tea-table — but I had a wee- wee 
bit of business to do for a young friend, 
that kept me. 

Miss G. No matter, major. — My ta- 
pot defies you. — Take a cup a tea. Are 
you fond of music, major? 

Mr. H. Very fond of music. Ma'am 
^-do you sing or play 

C3.l:-:i:.,C.OOtjl>J 



A DRAMA. <S49 

Miss G^ I do play— I plead ^iliy to 
that, I owD. But in this hole that we 
are in, there's no room fitting for -my 
piano.— However, in the new inn which 
we have got now, I'll fix my piano 
eleguit in the back parlor. 

Mr. H. In the mean time, Miss 
Florinda, will you favor us with a song ? 

Christy. And I'll be making the punch, 
for I'm no songstress, — Biddy ! Biddy 
Doyle ! — hot water in a jerry. 

Miss G. Indeed I'm not used to sing 
without my piano — but to oblige the 
major — I sing by note. 

Miss Gallagher sings. 

Softly breathing through the heart. 
When lovers meet no more to part ; 

That purit; of soul be mine. 
Which speaks in music's sound divine. 

'Midst trees and streams of constant love. 
That's whisper'd by the turtle-dove ; 

Sweet cooing cushat »U my pray'iy 
la lore in eleguiM to sture. 
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Mr. H. That'« wliBt I obII fi««, obw ! 
Very fine that. (Gilbert nods.) 

Miss G.' [Aside.) Look at that EnglUt^ 
•nan now, that hasn't a word of complt- 
ment to ihrew to a dog, but oaly a do4> 
{AJaud.) 'Tis t^e military that bas^ways 
the' soulu for music, and for the ladiies — 
and I tbiok, gemJemeDj I may step 
^r'ard, and-say I'm entitled to call upon 
you now. — Mr. Gilbert, if youVe eyer 
a love-song in yoor composition. 

GiU>. Love-song I can't say. Ma'am, 
' — but «uch as I bave. I'm no great 
hand at composition. — But I ha?e one 
song, they call it. My choice of a wife. 

Miss G. Pray let's bave it. Sir. 

Christy. Now for it, by Jabus, 

Mr.H. Give it us, Mr. Gilbert. 

J5n/er Biddy with hot water, and exitJ 
Gilbert sings. 

There't Done ^ut a fool will wed on a (uddeiv 
Or take a fine misa that can't make a pudditig; 
If he get such a wife, what would a man gain* O? 
£ut a few ballad luuei on a vretchied {>Uii4. 
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f-SoBK hdiei dian peacocks are twenty tiwm pnvder. 
Some ladies iban thuDdcr are tireiit} time* louder^ 
Bat I'll have a wife tbat'i obliging and civil. 
Tor rae, your fine ladies may go to the devil. 

Miss G. (Tossing back her head.) Sir, 
i comprehend your song, coarse a» it is, 
and its moral to boot, and I humbly 
Ihank ye, Sir. {She curtsies low.\ And if 
I live a hundred year, and ninety-nine 
to the back of 4hat, Sir, I mil remember 
it to you. Sir. 

■Christy. {Leavii^ the punch which he 
-had been making, comes forward with. a 
•Umon in his band.) WheugU ! wheugb! 
wheugh ! Ferrinafad ! 

Giib. (^fide.) F«rrif)afadi — the mail's 
>madl 

Miss G. Father, go your ways back 
1o your punch. Here stands the onjy 
raal. geDttenian in company, (pointing to 
the drum-major J if I'm to make the elec- 
tion. 

Christy. Major, y'OU can't but drink 
her health for that compliment. {He 
presents a glass ofpmck to Mr, Hope.) 
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Mr. H. Miss Gallagher's health, and 
A gude husband to her, and soon. 

Miss G. And soon ?— no hurry for 
them that has choice. 

Christy, That has money, yon mean, 
jewel.— Mr. Gilbert, yon did not give us 
your toast. 

GiU). Your good health. Ma'am— 
your good heaUh, Sir — Mr. Hope, yonr 
good health, and your fire-side in Scot- 
land, and in pa'tic'Iar your good wife. 

Miss G. {Starling.) Your wife. Sir? 
—-Why, Sir, is't possible you're a married 
man, after all P 

Mr. H. ■ Very possible. Ma'am. — 
Thank heaven, and my gnde Rate. 

Miss G. His gude Kate /—Well, 1 
hate the Scotch accent of all languages 
tinder the sun. 

Christy., In a married man, I suppose 
you mane, Florry. 

Miss G, This is the way with officers 
continually! — passiog themselves for ba- 
chelors. 

Christy, Then, Florry, we'd btrt re- 
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commend it to the drum-major the next 
town he'd go into, to put up an adver- 
tisement in capitals on his cap, warning 
all women whom it may concern, that 
he is a married man. 

Miss G. *Tis no concern of mine, I'll 

assure you. Sir, at any rate, for I should 

scorn to think of a Scotchman any way. 

•—And what's a drum-major, after all ? 

[Exit in a passion.) 

ChrisUf. Bo boo ! bo boo I bo boo ! — . 
There's a tantarara now, but never mitfd 
her, she takes them tantarumsby turns. 
Now depend upon it, Mr. Gilbert,' it's 
lore that's at the bottom of it all, clane 
and clear. 

Glib. It's very like. Sir — I can't say. 

Christy. Oh, but I can sAy. — I know 
her, egg and bird. The thing is, she's 
mad with you, and that has set her all 
thi-o' other. — But we'll finish our tumbler 
of punch, (prows forward the table, and 
sets chairs.) 

Gilb. [Aside.) Egg and bird !— mad ! 
All through other ! — Confound me, if I 
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understBQd oae word the man ie sajing ; 
.bat I will make him uodeiistand me, if 
he caa understand, ptain English. 

Mr. H. {Aside.) I'jl stand by and 
see &ir play. — I bave my own thought. 

Gilb, Now, Mr. ^ to be plain with 

jou «tonce-frhere*s fifty gqinoas in gold, 
and if you will tak^e thetp, and give me 
up the promise you have got of the nev 
ino, you shall be welcome. — That's all I 
hafe tosay,if I wastotalk tillChris^as 
— and fewest words, i? best in matters of 
bminess. 

Christy. F^y guineas In gold !-^ 
Don't part with a guinea of them, man. 
— ^Pnt 'em up again. You shall have the 
new inn without a word more, and into 
the bargain, my good will and my 
daughter — and you're a jantleman, and - 
can't say no tO that, any way. 

Gilb. Yes, but I can tho' — since you 
drive me to the wall, I must say no, ami 
I do say no. And, dang it, I would have 
been hanged almost as soon as say so 
much to a &ther. — I bc^ your pardoo. 
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Sir, but my heart is giveo to another.— 
Good evening to yaa, 

Christy. [Holding him tu he attempts to 
go.) Take it coolly, and listen to me, 
and tell me — was you ever married be- 
fore, Mr. Gilbert ? 

Gilb. Never. 

Christy. Then I waa — and I can t^ 
you that I found to my cost, love was all 
in all with me before I vras married, and 
after 1 bad been married a twel'month, 
money was all in all with me; for I had 
tlie wife, and I had not the money, and 
without the money, the wife must have 
starved. 

Giib, But 1 can work. Sir, and will. 
head, hands, and heart for the woman I 
love. 

Christy. Asy said— hard done. Ma- 
bel Larken is a very pretty girl. — But 
wait till I tell you what Kit Mona^aa 
«aid to me yesterday. I'm going to be 
married. Sir, says he to me. — Aye, so you 
mintioned to me a fortnight ago. Kit, 
aays I — to Rose Dermod, ixn't it? says I. 
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Not at all, Sir, says he — it is to Pe^y 
M'Gratb, this time. — And what quarrel 
bad you to Rose Dermod ? says I— None 
in li£e> Sir, says he; but Peggy M'Grath 
had two cows, and. Rose Dermod had 
but the one, and in my mind there is not 
the differ of a cow betwix' one woman 
1^ ' another. I>o you understand me 
now, Mr. Gilbert i 

Gilb. Sir, we shall never understand 
one another — pray let me go, before I 
get into a passion. 

{Brtahs from Christy, and exit.) 

Christy. Hollo! Hollo! Mr. Gilbert! 
{Mr. Gilbert returns^ one word more 
-about the new inn — I've done about 
Florry, and upon my conscience, I believe 
he's right enough. — Only that I'm her 
father, and in duty bound to push her 
as well as 1 can. 

Gilb. Well Sir, about the inn — Be at 
a word with me — for I'm not in a humoar 
to be trifled with. 

ilfr. ff. {Aside.) Fire beneath snow, 
who'd ha' thought it. 
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Christy. Then, if it was sixty gdineas, 
instead of fifty, I'd take it, and you Bhotdd 
hare my bargwn of the inn. 

Mr, H. {Aside) I'll not say my word 
until I see what the bottom of the men 
are. 

Gilb. {Aside.) Why to make iip sixty^ 
I must sell my watch even ; bat I'll do it. ~ 
Any thing to please Mabel. — {Ahud.) 
Weill sixty guineas, if you won't give it 
for less. 

Christy. Done. [Eagerbf.) 

Mr. H. Stay! stay! Mr. Gilbert, 
— Have a care, Mr. Gallagher ! — ■ The 
lady might not be well pleased at your 
handing over her written promise, Mr. 
Gallagher.-^ Wait a wee bit.— 'Don't 
conclude this bargain till you are before 
the lady at the castle. 

Gilb, So best — no doubt. 

Ckrishf. All one to me — so I pocket 
the sixty. 

Mr. H. [Aside to Gilbert.) Come off. 

GiUi. We shall meet then at the castle 
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to night — till then, a good day to yon, 
Mr. Gallagher. 

{Exeunt Gilbert and Mr. Hope.) 

Christtf. Good night to ye kindly, 
geotlemen — There's a fool to love for yoa' 
now ! If I'd ax'd a hundred, I'd ha*~ 
got it. — Bot still there's only odc ihibg, 
Femnafad will go mad when she learns 
I've sold the new inn, and she to live on 
in this hole, ai»d no place for the piano. 
— I hope Biddy did not hear a sentence 
of it. (CaSs.) Biddy! Biddy Doyte! 
Biddy, can't ye? (Enter Biddy.) 

Bidd^, What is it?-' 
■ Christy. Did you hear any thiDg.— 
Oh, I see ye did by your eyes. — Now 
hark'ee, my good giri. E>on't mention a 
sentence to Ferritiafad of my settling the 
new inn, till the bargain 's complate, and 
money in both pockets — yoii hear. 

Biddy. I do. Sir. But I did not hear 
afore. 

Christy. Becaase — see though she's 
my daughter, she's crass — I'll empty my 
mind to you, Biddy. 
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Sidffy. {Aside.) He has ttiken enoagh 
to like to be talking to poor Biddjr, 

Christy. Afore Florry was set up on 
bar high horse by that little indepen* 
dency her doating gi^ndmother left her, 
and until she got her head tamed with 
that Ferrinafad edication, this Florry wait, 
a good girl enough. — Bot now what is 
She ? — Given over to vanities of all aotts,- 
and no comfort in life to me, or use at all 
—not like a daughter at all, nor mistress 
of the house neither, nor likely to be 
well-married neither, or a credit to me 
that way ! — And saucy to me on accoont 
of that money of hers in liquidated un- 
known 'st. 

Biddy. True for^e. Sir. 

Christy. Th^n it all cohnes from the 
little fingers getting to be the master of 
me. — For I'm confident that when sober, 
I was not born to be a rogue nat'rally — 
Was not I honest Christy once — (readyio 
€fy).-~Oh I'm a great penitent! Bot 
there's no helpf for it now. 

JBiddtf. True for you. Sir, 
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Christy. I'm aa unfortunate, cratnr, 
and all the neighboBrs know it. — So, ' 
Biddy dear, Vv^ nothiug for it but to take 
another glass. 

Biddy. Oh no. Sir, not when you'll be 
going up to the castle to the lady — • 
you'll be in no condition. 

Christy. Tut girl — 'twill give me heart 
— JLet's be.merry any way. (Exit, siting.) 

** They nay it vaa care kilfd the cat, 
" That starr'd her, and caui'd her to die i 
" But 111 be much iriaer than tha^ 
" For the deril a ctre will cue I." 



SCENE III. 

Widow Larken's Cottage. 

Widow Larken, Mabel, and Gilbert. 

Gilb, And could you doubt me, Mabd, 
after 1 told you I loved you ? — 

Mabel Never would nor could have 
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doubted, had you once told me as much> 
Mr. Gilbert. 

Wid&u}, There was the thing, Mr, 
Gilbert, — ^you know it waa you that w'ai 
to speak, if you thought of her. 

GiU). Do not you remember the rose 
and the shamrock ? 

Widow. Oh, she does well enough, 
and that's what her heart was living 
upon, till I kilted the hope. 

Gilb. You!— killed the hope !— I 
thought you were my friend. 

Widow. And so I am, and was, — ^but 
when you did not speak. 

Gilb. If I had not loved her so well, I 
mighl have been able, perhaps, to have 
said more. 

Widow. Then that's enough. — Mabel 
mavourneen wear the rose he give you 
now. — I'll let you — and see it's fresh 
enough.— She put it in water—oh ! she 
had hope still ! 

Mabel. And was not I right to trust 
him, mother } 

Gilb. Mabel, if I don't do my best 

R 
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to make you happy all my days, I de- 
serve to be that's a)I !— but I'm goiog 

to tell you about the new ion.— That's 
what I have been about ever since, and 
I'm to have it for sixty guineas. 

Enter Owen, rubbirig his hands. 

Owen. You see> mother, I was right 
about Gilbert and Mabel. — But Mr. 
Hope and the band is gone up to the 
castle. — Come, come! — time to be off! 
—no delay I — GTilbert, Mabel, off with 
you. — {He pushes ,them off.) And glad 
enough ye are to go together. — Mother, 
dear, here's your bonnet and the cloak, 
— here, round ye throw ! — That's itj take 
my Arm ! — [Widow stumbles as he pulls Iter 
on.) Oh, I'm putting you past your 
speed,. mother. 

Widow. No, no. — No fear in life for 
the mother that has the support of such 
a son. 



Ca.t::<iMCiOOtjlc 



A DRAMA. 363 

SCENE IV. 

A large apartment in Banrnw-CastUt or- 
namenied with the Rose, Thistle, and 
Shamrock. — TTte haU opens into a lawn, 
where ike covntry-people are seen dan- 
cing. 

Enter Clara, Sir William Hamdeo, and 
a train qf dancers; 

Clara. Now, Sir, as we have here 
English, Scotch, and Irish dancers, we 
can have the English country-dance, the 
Scotch reel, and the Irish jig. 

Sir W. Then to begin with the Irish 
jig, which I have never seen. 

Clara. You shall see it in perfection. 
[An Irish jig is danced, a Scotch reel 
foQows, and an English coantry-dance. 
When Clara has danced dawn the 
country'dance, she goes with her part- 
ner to Sir William Hamden.) 
Cktra. We are going out to look at 
the daucert on the lawn. 
R 3 
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Sir W. Take me with you, for I wish 
to see those meriy dancers, — I hear them 
laughing. — I love to- hear the country- 
people laugh. — Their's is always " the 
lieart's laugh" {Exeunt Sir William and 
Clara.) 

(TV dancers recommence, and after 
dancing for a few minutes, thejf go off 
just as Sir William and Clara return, 
entering from the hall-door,) 

Clara. My dear nncle, thank you for 
going out among these poor people, and 
for speaking so kindly to them. One 
would think that you had lired in Ire- 
land all your life, you know so well how 
to go straight to Irish heads and Irish 
hearts by kindness, Mid by what they 
love almost as well, kuniour, and good 
humour.-^-~-Thank you.again, and again. 

Sir W. Vly dear niece, you need not 
thank me, for if you had nothing to do 
with these people, — if you had never 
been born, I should have loved the Irish 
for their own sakes.— How easy it is to 
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please them. — How easy to make them 
bappy, and how grateful they are, even 
for a few words of kindness. 

Clara. Yea. — This I may say with- 
out partiality ; — whatever other faults 
nay countrymen have, they certainly are 
a grateful people ! — My father> who 
knew them well, taught me, from my 
childhood, to trust to Irish gratitude. 

Sir W. {^Changing hts tone.) But on. 
the other hand, it is my duty to watch 
over your Irish generosity, Clara — Have 
you made any more promises, child, since 
morning F 

Clara. Oh, no. Sir I and I have 
heartily repented of that which I made 
this morBing.--^For I find that this man 
to whom I- have promised the new inn, 
is a sad drunken good-for-nothing per- 
son; and as for his daughter, whom I 
have never yet seen' — • — 

Sir W. {Looking towards the entrance 
from t/te lawn.) 

" But who is this ? What thing of k& or land > 
" Female of sex it « 
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" That §o bedecked, orotte, and gay, 
" Comes this way Mtilii^. 

Ejiier Miss Gallagher. 
Miss G. Sir, I beg pardon. — But I 
was told Miss O'Hara would wish to 
speak with Christy Grallagher, and I'm 
his daughter,— he not being very well to 
night. — 'He will be up with Miss in the 
morning, — but is confined to his bed with 
a pain about his heart, he took, just when 
I was coming away. 
(Christy'f voice heard, singing to the time 
of " St. Patrick's day in the morning.") 
" Full bumpers of whiskey 
" Will make us all fritkyt 
" On Patrick's day io the morning;." 

MissG. {Aside.) Oh! King of glory, 
if he is not come up after all. 

Clara. " What noise ia that, unlike 
the former sound?" 

Sir W. Only some man, singing in 
honor of St. Patrick, I snppose. 

Enter Christy Gallagher, — Biddy trying 
io hold him back. 
Christy. Tut ! let me in, I know the 
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lady is here, and I must thank h^ as be- 
coming 

(Clara puts her hands before her face, 
and retires as he advances.) 

Miss G. Oh ! father, keep oat. — 
You're not in a condition. 

Sir W. John ! Thomas ! — carry this 
man off. 

Christy. Ah, now, just let me remark 
to his honour.' — Did he ever hear this 
song in England? — {He struggles, and sings 
while they are carrying him off".) 

•• CRourke's noble'feast shall ne'er be foi^ot, 
" By those who were there, mkI by those who were* 
notj* 

But it was not O'Rourke's noble feast 
at all, it was O'Hara's noble feast, to 
the best of my knowledge — I'll take my 
affidavit, — and am not I here, on the 
spot, ready andproud to fight any one that 
denies the contrary. — Let me alone, Flor- 
ry, for I'm no babby to be taken out of the 
room.— Ready and proud, I say I am, to 
fight any tin men in the county, or the 
kingdom itself, or the three kingdoms en- 
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tinly, that would go for — to dare for to 
offer — to articulate the contrary. — So it's 
MissO'Harafor ever, huzza! a! a! a! a! 

Sir W. Carry him oflF this instant. — 
Begone! 

{The servants carry off" Christy Gal- 
lagher, while he sings to ike tune of 
" One bottle more.") 

" Oh, gire me but whiskey, continted ni sin^, 

" HiberDia for ercr, and God mtc the King !" 

■ {Miss Gallagher directs, and expedites 

her father's retreat.) 

Clara. Shame ! shame ! — Is this the 
'tenant I have chosen ? 

Miss G. Indeed, and indeed, then, 
. Miss O'Hara, I often preach to him, but 
there's no use in life, preaching tohim, — 
as good preaching to the winds ! — for, 
drunk or sober, he has an answer ready at 
all points. — It is not wit he wants. Sir. 

Sir W. And he is happy in having a 
daughter, who knows how to make the 
best of bis faults, I see. — What an escel- 
lent'landlord he will be for this new inn! 

Miss G. Oh, certainly, Sir,^-only it's 
being St. Patrick's night, he would be 
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more inexcusable ; and as to the new inn, 
please heaven, he shall get no pace on 
eai-th till he takes an oath afore the priest 
against spirits, good or bad, for a twil- 
month to come, before ever I trust a foot 
of his in the new inn. 

Clara. But, Ma'am, from your owQ 
appearance, I should apprehend that you 
would not be suited to the business -your- 
self. — I should suppose you would think 
it beneath you to keep an inn. 

Miss G. Why, Ma'am — why, Sir, you 
know when it is called an hotel, it's ano- 
ther thing, — and I'm sure I've a great re- 
gard for the family, and there's nothing 1 
wouldn't do to oblige Miss O'Hara. 

Clara. Miss Gallagher, let me beg 
that if you wish to oblige mC' 

Enter Gilbert. 

Sir IV. Well, Gilbert? 

Glib. Only, Sir, if you and Miss 

O'Hara were at leisure. Sir, — one Mr. 

Andrew Hope, the master of the band, 

would wish to be allowed to come in to 

R 3 
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sing a sort of a welcome home, they have 
set to music. Sir, for Miss O'Hara. 

Clara. I do believe this is the very 
sODg which that drunken man gave me 
this morning, and for which I gave him 
the promise of the inn. — I shall be 
ashamed to hear the song. 

Sir W. Let me hear it at all events. — 
Desire Mr.Andrew Hope, and his merry- 
men-all, to walk in. {Exit Gilbert.) 

Enler Mr, Hope and band. — Some of the 
country-people peep in, as if wishing to 
enter. 
Sir W. Come in, my good friends. 

Enter among others, tke Widow Larken 
and Mabel, ajid Owen. — Biddy /o/foaw 
timidly.^ Miss Gallagher takes a con- 
spicuous place. — Sir William and Clara 
continue speaking. 

Sir W. Did Gilhert introduce his 
bride elect to you, Clara ? 

Clara. Yes. — Mabel Larken, that girl 
with the sweet modest couDtenance,— 
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and her mother, that respectable looking 
woman : and her brother, I see is bere^ 
that boy with the quick, intelligent eyes. 
I know all the family, — know them alt 
to be good, — and these were the people 
I might have served. — Oh, fool ! fool ! 

Sir W. Well ! well ! well I— 'Tis over 
DOW, my dear Clara, yoit will be wiser 
another time. — Come, Mr. Hope, give us 
alittle flattery, to put us in good humouc 
with ourselves. 

{The band prelude ; but Just as they be- 
gin. Sir William sees Christy, who is 
coming in softly, holding back the skirts 

, of his coat. — Sir William in a loud 
voice exclaims.) 

Sir W. Turn out that man ! — How 
dare you return to interrupt ns. Sir ? — 
Turn out that man! 

Christy. {Falling on his knees,) Oh ! 
please your honor, I beg your pardon 
for one minute;: — ^only just give me lave 
to insense* your honor's, honor. — I'm not 
the same man at all. 

* IntaiK, — to put (ente into a penon. 
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Sir W. Stand ap, stAnd up, — an Eng- 
lishman cannot bear to see a man kneel 
to him. — Stand up, pray, if you can. 

Christy. Then I can, plase your ho- 
nor, [rises) since I got a shock, 

Clara. What shock I — What do you 
mean P 

Christy. Oh, nothing in life. Miss, 
that need consarn you, — only a fall I got 
from my horse, which the child they set 
to lead me, would put me up upon, and 
it come down and kilt me ; for it was'n't 
a proper horse for an unfortimate man 
like me, that was overtaken, as I was 
then,— and it's well, bat I got a kick of 
the baast. 

Sir W. Do you say you were kicked 
hy a horse? 

Christy. Not at all, plase your honor. 
— I say it was well but I got a kick of the 
baast. — But it's all for the best now — 
for, see I'm now as sober as a jidge, and 
quite* as any lamb^ and if I'd get lave 
only just to keep in this here corner, 

• Quiet. 
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I would be no let or hindrance to any. — 
Oh dear. Miss, speak for mej — I'm aa 
ould man, Miss, tliat your father's honor 
was partial to always, and called nie konest 
Christy, which I was once, and till his 
death too. - 

Sir W. What a strange mixtore is 
this mftn. 

Clara. "Pray let him stay, uncle — he's 
sober now. 

Sir W. Say riot one word more then, 
stand still there in your corner. 

Christy. And not a word for my life» 
— not breathe, even — to please you ! be- 
caase I've a little business to mintion to 
the lady.— Sixty guineas to resave from 
Mr. Gilbert, yonder. Long life to you. 
Miss, — but I'll say no more till this 
Scotchman has done with his fiddle and 
his musics. 

Sir W. I thought. Sir, you were not 
to have spoken another syllable. 

(Christy puts kis^iiger on his lips, and 
bows to Sir William and to Clara.) 

SirW.. Now, Mr. Hope. 
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Mr. Hope sings, and the Band join in 
chorus. 

Though Bannow'g heireu, foir and young. 
Hears polished praise from ev'ry tongue j 
Yet good and kind, she'll not disdain 
The tribute of the lowly swain. 

The heart's warm welcome, Clara, meets thee ;. 

Thy native land, dear lady, greets thee. 

That open brow, that courteous grace. 

Bespeaks thee of thy generous race j 

Thy father's soul is in thy snitile. 

Thrice blest bit name in Erin's isle. 

The heart's warm welcome, Clara, meets thee^ 
Thy native land, dear lady, greets thee. 

The bright star shining on the night. 
Betokening good, spreads quick delight i 
But quicker far^ nhore glad surprise. 
Wakes the kind radiance of her eyes.. 

The heart's warm welcome, Clara, meets thee; 

Thy native land, dear htdy, greets thee.* 

Christy. Then I'm not ashamed, any 
way, of that song of mine. 

Sir W. Of yours ? — Is it possible that 
it is yours ? 

• Set to music by Mr. Webbe. 
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Clara. It is indeed. — These are the 
very lines he gave me this morning. 

Christy. And I humbly thank you. 
Madam or Miss, for having got them set 
to the musics. 

Clara. I had nothing to do with that. 
We must thank Mr. Hope for this agre&< 
able surprise. 

Christy. Why then, I tank you, Mr. 
Drum. 

Mr. H. You owe me do thanks. Sir. 
-~I will take none from you. 

Christy. No — for I didn't remember 
giving you the copy. — I suppose. Florry 
did. 

Miss G. Not I, Sir. 

Christy. Or the schoolmaster's fool 
copy may be, for it was he was putting 
the song down for me on paper. — My 
own hand-writing shaking so bad, I 
could not make a fair copy fit for the 
lady. 

Mr. H. Mr. Gallagher, don't plunge 
further in falsehood — you know the truth 
is, that song's not yours. 
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Christy. Why then, by all 

Mr. H. Stop, stop, Mr. Gallagher. — 
Stop, I adrise you, 

Christy. Why then, I won't stop at 
any thing — for the song's my own. 

Mr. H. In one sense of the word, 
may be, it may be called your own. Sir, 
for you bought it, I know. 

Christy. I bought it? — Oh, who put 
that in your Scotch brains. — Whoever it 
was, was a big liar. 

Biddy. No liar at all. Sir — -I axe your 
pardon — 'Twas I. 

Christy. And yoa overheard my 
thoughts then, talking to myself — ye 
traitor ! 

Biddy. No, Sir' — again I ax your 
pardon. — No listener, Biddy Doyle. BtU 
I was at the schoolmaster's, to get him 
pen a letter for me to my poor father, 
and there with him I heard how Christy 
bought the song, and seen the first copy 
— and the child of the house told me all 
about it, and how it was lift there by 
Mr- Owen Larken. 
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Sir W. and Clara. {Jmifulb/.) Owen 
larken ! — you? 

- Christy. All lies — asy talk — asy talk — 
asy to belie a poor man. 

Mr. H. If you tell the truth, you caa 
tell us the next verse, for there's another 
which we did not yet sing. 

Christy. Not in my copy, which is 
the original. 

Sir W, If you have another verse. Jet 
US hear it — and that will decide the bu- 
siness. 

Christy. Oh, the devil another line, 
but what's lame, I'll engage — and forged, 
8s you'll see, 

Mr. Hope sings. 

Quick spring the feelings of the heart, 
When touched by Clara's gen'rous art ; 

Quick aa the grateful Bhamcock springs. 
In the good fairies' favored rings. 

Clara. What does Christy say now ? 

Christy. Why, Miss, I say that's well 
said for the shamrock any way. — And all 
that's in it for me is this — the school- 
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master was a rogue, that did not give me 
that verse in for my money. 

Sir W. Then you acknowledge you 
bought it. 

Christy. What harm, plase your honor. 
And would not I have a right to buy 
what plases me, — and when bought and 
ped for, isn't it mine in law and right? 
But I am mighty unlucky this night. — 
So, come along, Florry — we are worsted, 
see !— No use to he standing here longer, 
the laughing-stock of all that's in it — 
Ferrinafad. 

Miss G. Murder ! — Father, then here's 
all you done for roe, by your lies and 
your whiskey. I'll go straight from ye, 
and lodge with Mrs. Mulrooney. — Biddy, 
what's that you're grinning at E— Please 
to walk home out of that. 

Biddy._ Miss Florinda, I am partly 
engaged to dance.— But I won't be laving 
you in your downfal. — So. here's your 
cloak, — and lane on me. 

Widoto. Why then, Biddy, we'll nevec 
forget you in our prosperity. 
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Mabel and Owen. Never, never. — 
You're a good girl, Biddy. 

{Exeunt Miss Gallagher, Biddy, and 
Christy.) 

Clara. I am glad they are gone. 

Sir W. I congratulate you, my dear 
niece, upon having got rid of tenants 
who would have disgraced your choice. 

Clara. These(ftinH'n^ to Owen, Mabel, 
Mnd her mother) these will do honor to it. 
My written promise was to grant the 
poet's petition. — Owen, you are the poet 
— what is your petition i 

Owen. May I speak ? — May I say 
all I wish i 

Clara and Sir W. Yes, speak — say all 
you wish. 

Owen. ' I am but a young boy, and 
not able to keep the new inn — but Mr. 
Gilbert and 'Mabel, with my mother's 
help, would keep it well, I think; — and 
it's they I should wish to have it. Ma'am, 
if it were pleasing to you. 

Sir W. And what would become of 
yourself, my good lad ? 
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Owen. Time enough. Sir, to think of 
myself, when I've seen my mother and 
sister settled. 

Sir W. Then as you won't think of 
yourself, I must think for you. — Your 
education I find has been well begun, 
and I will lake care it shall not be left 
half done. 

Widow. Oh, I'm too happy- this mi- 
nute ! — But great joy can say little. 

Mabel. [Aside.) And great love the 
same, 

Mr. H. This day is the happiest I 
have seen since I left the land of cakes. 

Glib. Thank you, Mr. Hone. — And 
when I say thank you — why I feel it. — 
'Twas you who helped us at the dead 
lift. 

Sir W. You see I was right, Gilbert. 
The Scotch make good fViends. (Gil- 
bert boxos.) And now, Clara, my love, 
what shall we call the new inn ? — for it 
must have a name. — Since English, 
Scotch, and Irish have united to obtain 
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it, let the sign be, the Rose, Thistle, and 
Shamrock. 

Clara. And, may they always be hap- 
pily united ! 



XJorreet iMt of Mr. and Misa EdgetPorth'$ 
Worh. 

£arlt Lessons fob Children, 2 vols. St. 

Continuation of Ditto, 2 vols. &. 

Fahent's Assistant; or, Stories for Chil- 
dren, 6 vols. 12s. ' 

Explanations of Poetry, by Mr. Edge- 
worth, 33. 

Readings on Poetby, by the same, Ss. 

Essays on Practical Education, by Mr. 
and Miss Edgeworth, 2 vols. 1/. 1*. 

Professional Education, by Mr. Edge- 
worth, 1 vol. 1&. 

Letters fob Literary Ladies, 4f. 

Castle 

[.3,1. :i-,C(.K>tjl>J 



LUt of Mr. and Miu E^eaorth*! fforki. 

Caatlb Rackkbnt, 4i. 

Ebsat OS Ikibh Bulls, by Mr. and Mm 

■Edgevrw^, 5$. 
Moral l^AtES, 3 vols, lOi. 6d. 
Belinda, 3 vob. ISi. 
Lbonoba, £ vols. lOi. 
Thb Modbbn Geisblda, 4f. 

POFOLAB TaLBS, 3 vols. IZl. 

Taxes of Fashionablb Life, toU 1, 8, 3, 

19$. 
Ditto, vols. 4, 5, 0, SI*. 
Patbonage, 4 vols. S8s. 
Comic Dbamas. 
Lbttbr to I<obd Charlbhont On thb 

Tblbobaph, by Mr. E(%eworth. 
Mb- Edobwoktb's Speeches in Pablia- 

HENT. 

Ebsat oh thb Constbuction of Roads 
and Carbiaoeb, by Mr. Edgeworth. Se- 
cond EditioD, with «dditi<»M and c 






In the Prett, and inafop dt^i^be publi$tud, 
in One Volume, dvo. 

KARAMANIA; 

OB, A BKIEF SB8CBIFTI0M OF TBB 

SOUTH COAST OF ASIA MINOR, 

And of ihe Remaitis of Antiquity : with Maps, 
P]ani, Views, Sec. Collected during a Survey of 
that Coast under (be orders of the Lords Com- 
missiooers of the Admiralty, in die Years 1811 
and 1812. 

By FRANCIS BEAUFORT, F.R.S. 

Captain of hit Mqjetty't Ship Frederila^em. 

PriDted for R. Hunter, Successor to Mr. 
Johnson, 72, St Paul's Churcb-yard. 



^Ito, in one Foiume, ISmo. 

The Good GRArNDHOTHsa And beji 
Offbfbino. A Tale. By Mb3. HoF' 

tik 

r;,„.;,,,Google 



Kompaninunt -^ 

ton* ^ 

EP, aSoNG,'' 
, aud SuAM- 
3 Miss Edge^ 
Webbe, Ju- 

limbed, to 

'by the same/ 
" ^»i 

EI^ATLRE^ 
vilh a View to 
>or laws, and 

LS 
t 

IL, translated 
['Preface and 
IONS, D.D. 

ce il. lis. 6d. 



AM, 

>el. 8vo. 



Cno,^lc 



C3.l:.-:i:.,C.OOtjl>J 








.Coo^ilt^ 



Ca.t::<iMCiOOtjl>J 



Ca.t::<iMCiOOtjlc 



Ca.t::<iMCiOOtjlc 



